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ADDRESS To Tart PUBLIC. 


Tur Publiſher and Proprietor of the 
nd part of the NEW LYRIC REPO- 
[TORY, for the year 1792, could not 
fer its appearance in Public, without ex- 
reſſing his grateful acknowledgements to 
e numerous purchaſers of the V/, the 
creaſing demand for which, has incited 
m to print a much larger number of the 
eſent— And as it has been his ſtudy, 
om the firſt time this little Publication 
into his hands, that nothing offenſive 
the eye of Modeſty ſhould appear in it, 
flatters himſelf the ſupport he has hi- 
erto ſo liberally experienced, will be con- 
ved to him. 


Nov. 1792. 
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The IN D EX. 


* tell me my Anna, thou lovelieſt maid 
ah! let not the heart by contrition affected 

the moles ſilent ſtream crept penſive along 
1: Jove when he riſes triumphant from night 
health, roſy health, from chearfulneſs flows 
; blythe as the May — 

way we've crown'd the day ——— 

s pladded my way —— 

micht the alluſions that o'er the mind flutter 

1 teach thy breaſt ſoft pity's throb — 
pretty gemman once I ſaw 

; ho can I my grief reveal 


ul eſs now for a while laid by 

ill deceiv'd ; and hold divine 

hold, deny'd their airy flight 
C5 


me neighbours awhile leave your labours and care 7 


one hear an old campaigner's fong 
ome buy of poor Mary IE 


void of all care 
ear Chloe let's love —— 
race take wining — 
E. 
re the lark with eager flight — 
amine the world with attention, you'll find 
F 
rom ſweet Tipperary, to pick up ſome konour 
m banks that bound the filver brook 
"| war, the ſpear and tented field 
paints the flattering ſcene 
or England when, with tav'ring gale 
dos may ſay that I'm a treat — 


63 


om Lrach'ring and beating of Tippoo, and pleaie 


1e 


W 


97 


I. N. D E- x. 


Go perjur'd wretch! nor hope a tear 
Girls ſhy appear 


| hte 
Give me (you) a female ſoft and kind 9 | fo 
- H 15 0 
How long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn 24 Mar, 
How fveet are the ties which a friend can impoſe erm; 
Happy are the days of wooing 1 
Hark! haik ! tis the ſound of the mellow-ton'd En th 
' ö ; d 4. 
How poor are words, how vain is heart aj r ba 
Haitk ! ſound the trumpet, breathe the flute , er 
How my heart will fink within me — 6 wit 
How charming a camp, where ſoldiers, late & carly ic n? gi. 
| | Tu 
J late was a waggoner fly and dry eon 
In vain do idle vilets blow 131 
If the fites have decreed that a wife I muſt be 2 
J have look'd into life, and with truth I can ſay esd, 
It was high o'er the Murelands, and doun by d C 
Lynne — — J 
In. freedom I'd live, though your ſlave 1 may be eady 
If wives in the market were to be ſold 1 
Pl tell you all, both great and ſmall 5 an 
I care not who knows it, but 1 am a fellow E 2: 
If you'd travel the wide world all over 9 by 
I once was but a pedlar and my ſhop was in my box 1c N hi; 
, | ij 10 OU 
Love's fev'riſh fit 1 
Lovers, who liſtens to reaſon's perſuaſion 1 bil 
Love | ke: the opening flower 3 f bo 
My voice tho' diſcordant I'll cheerfully raiſe ere 
My William left his Nancy dea WW * 
My Roſe is ſure the ſweeteſt Laſs a 
6 ed 1h e m 
Na ſhepherd on the daiſied plain — en 
Near the jaiys of a priſon — i td 


TL Ni IN] EN. 

| O 

Lord what a place is a camp —— p 
bu that bleſt day my charming Phillis — 2 5 
liten, liſten, while + ſing 28 
| forbear to hid me flight her 9 41 
das on Thames's bank 1 itray ERIN 42 is 


n 


* 


ealy the liquid mirror hold 

me device, my aim to cover 

e rudy Aurora — 

e girls are to be grace 

bv! his paſſion in ſilence the youth would conceal 

0 outward charms by all admu'd 

ho miſs Polly you do wear 

ke billet-doux, Oh! didſt thou bear 

6 icalon ye fair ones aſiert your pieicnce 

rough nature I have ſought in vain — 

de merry man — 

freedom loſt, no more, ſweet bird — 

e harocs ſtout, who dangers ſcorn— 
——— 


Mary! O too charming mail — 44 
her my toil-wither'd limbs ſickly languors are thed ibid 1 
e vile lack of honeſty grumble!s complain 2 "il 
che pretty creature | 54 | 1 
dar! what ſhall I do — 56 1 
r barren hills and flow'ry dales — 67 . 
2c, one ſhort moment 1 embrace — 73 - j| 
a my deareſt Clara bieſt ——— 75 Y 
de night, while round the fire we ſat  — 77 1 
! Time's a falſe friend, for he always enſlaves 92 ih 
emp life! I'm a great magician — 93 4 
"Hb, what can match the pleature | 99 N 
K 4 
eas'd, let the dangling fop delight 8 h, 
Carlos ſu'd a beauteous maid, 1 
8 4 
1 


e mind oppreſt by ſlecb may hope 
he H -Weeck'd tar, on billows tols'd 
ue vineyard's praiſe, the chorus raiſe 


II. 


1 were, the moon-filver'd waters 1a 
Fu ſei-worr tar, who in the war fri 
To pr Sr. Katherines — 60 
IThro' France, thro? all the German regions i 
T'no” by the tempelt, the bark rudely driven — 
The hour with diſaſter and {orrow oO'ercaſt 4 
Thoſe ruby lips, that radiant eye 


D 
LY * 


»Tis courage charms all womar.kind = | 
a . V a f 
Variety, thou nymph ſo fair — 6 
| W 


When a few friends are met to be chearſu and gay 1 
Why Mould the friends of young Carid = 
When by ſome tavour'd youth the fond fairs fit 


-+ 


aſſay d e 
While the pragmatical fools af dull politics prate 
What should ſailors do on ſhore — 


When the forehcad of Phoebus iti umines the caſt x 
When the lads and the laſſes are met on che green; 
When firſt you won my virgin heart — 2) 
When on board our trim veſl-1 we joyouily {ail 1 
When duty call'd I fail'd away | L 
Why dares the eagle bend his flight $7 J 
When one's drunk not a girl but looks pretty 
When the toil of the day is o'er, and the :ncep ar? 0 


the f. Id — 

When I get to town in the ſpring — g2 . 
Whene'er ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead & © 

Where the banners of glory are ſtreaming Ic2 * 

Ye ſwains that inſult o'er my woe 11 FAG 
Young Sandy was preſs'd from his Alice's ſide 2 5 

Young Feddy is an Iriſh lad (1 . 
You think to talk of this and that ol W. 

Yes, is the word I love tue beſt go 

Oel 
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Parzick O'Conxor's Deſcription of the Indian Cams 


FPaignu guith his Friend LI Poo. 
(Tune Corporal Caſey.) 
The Words by Mr. ASTLEY, ſeu. 


ROM ſweet Tipperary, to pick up ſome honour, 

I'm here to be ſure, little Patrick O'Connor, 

With Denis O'Neal, Teddy Blane, and O'Carty, 

by my ſoul we have routed the Black-a-moor party. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, faith Mr. 'Tippoo 

We have bother'd your head, and we've made you to 

ſkip O! 
Devil burn me, you're quiet, ſo good bye Mr. Tippoo. 


Now d'ye ſee the queer chief would have fain made 
us bellow ul 

but for gallant Cornwallis, that fine Britiſh fellow, 

While Tippoo wade ſute now, to kill us and eat us, 

With the half of his kingdom, we made him to treat 


us. 5 

Och! rub a dub, row de dow, ſo Mr. Tippoo, 

You fain wou'd have given us, my jewel, the ſlip O! 

Arrah, honey, be eaſy, now do Mr Tippoc. 
B What 


(2) 


What good-looking creatures theſe lacks of ru bees, Sir 
Ihen the twolads, great I ippoo's ſons, if you pleaſe, 
Sir; A... 

To be ſure, Mr. Sultan, with us they an't fleepins, 
Nor you get them again till vou pay for their keeping, 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, faith Mr Hippo, 
To be ſure you won't pay us for taking a trip O! 
Which we did, juſt to ſay, “ How d'ye do Mr, Tip. 

poo?” 


O England and Ireland, my jewel, for ever, 
Their hearts are ſo great, and their ſoldiers ſo clever! 
Now 'Tippoo wou'd fain ſend us back with pretence, 
But, d'ye mind, it won't do till he's paid all expences, 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, no Mr. Tippoo, 
Not a man muſt take horſe, and ride home in a ſkip0! 
Till the reck'ning is paid, then good day Mr. [ip 

poo. 


| 2 | 


Sung by Mr. JoOHANNOT in the character of a Pic nes 
in the Entertainment, called BAGSHOT-HEATH CIM, 


(Tune O my kitten my kitten. ) 
The words by Mr. ASTLEY, ſen. 


Lord what a place is a camp! 

() What wonderful doings are here, 
How the people are all on the tramp, 

Now to me it looks deviliſh queer ! 
There's ladies a ſwigging of gin! 

And cropp'd macaronies likewiſe! 
There's I with my who'll up and w.! 

Come here is your hot mutton pie - | 

Tol Ji de rol, & 


($] 


There's horſes, and aſſes, and chaiſe, 

And waggons and carts out of number, 
Here's iacketing nights and by days, 

And inns full of dead and live lumber ! 
Now there is a beau in a gig! 

And here is a lady in clover ! 
And there lies an alderman's wig, 

With Billy the taylor dons over. 


Tol lol de rol, &c. 


There's gallopping this way and thar, 
With madam, ſtand out of the way, 
There's fie, Sir, what would you be at ? 
Come, none of your impudence, pray! 
here's halt, to the right about face, 
There's laughing, and ſcreaming, and criesz 
here's milliners' men out of place, 
And I with my hot mutton pies. 


Tol lol de rol, &c. 


here“ the heath all the world like a fair; 
There's butlers, ſutlers, and cooks, 
here's popping away in the air, 

And captains with terrible looks! 
There's how d'ye do? Pretty well! 

O the duſt has half blinded my eyes; 
I here's fellow, what have you to ſell? 

Way here is my hot mutton pies. 

Iol lol de rol, &c. 


—_— 


Ls. 4 
_— 


at, 


— — ——— TE —— — 


N 
? 


Sung by Mr. DuBotrs, in the Entertainment of 
Mars's HoLtpaY, at Sadler's-Wells, 
USINESS now for a While laid by, 


JJ All to the camp, ding, dong, are a-gadding, 
ney or none, away they fly, 15 


Hit or miſs— tis an age to be mad in; 


(4) 
Merchant ſparks, 


Lawyer's clerks, 2 
Puff'd with pride and vaia emulation 
Trimm'd and dreft, * 
Fine as the beſt, I 
All take ſhare of the frolic in faſhion. 
Wich a row, dow, dow, 4. 
Students now the gown reſign, 
Heed!eſs-elike of this or that form; R 
The learned exerciſe decline, 8 
To ſee the exerciſe ofthe platform. 
City blades 1a 
Leave their trades, " 
Phyſie dons their conſultation 1 
Tories, Whigs, * 
Prudes and Prigs TE 
All take ſhare of the ſrolie in faſhion, And 
With a row, dow, dow, 4, 
Miſs with her ſtreamers gaily ſpread, 14d; 
At the red coats comes to be ſtaring z ing 
Madam's maid with a dreſt- up head, 
Madam's ſelf, in her drefs out flaring. 
No degrees 
Now ope ſees, d ſhe 
All to be equals now is the paſſion z Ge 
All in a groupe, 0 
Cock- a-hoop! \ 
All take ſhare of the trolic in faſhion, 
With a row, dow, dow, &! 
Why ſhould not J, then, join the plan, 
And for once,—to humour a play day, 
Fancy mvſclf a gentleman, ene 
And old Mary, here, a lady? 48 
Why fhoud'at I, as me 
Who, by the bye, can 


4 


[lr 


1 


re for a wet day made preparation, 
Like a jeſt 
Well as the beſt, 
\! take ſhare of the frolic in faſhion? 
| With a row, dow, dow, &c. 


TT ü —i: CCC—_—_ 


dag by Mr. Dion rox, in the Entertainment of 
Maxs's HoLibar, at Sadler't- Melli. 


Late was a waggoner fly and dry, 
As &er jogged over the downs, 
» market croſs was known better than I 
in all the neighbouring towns; 
t hating a rireſome, lazy life, 
And fcarleſs of wounds and death, 
I ſet out on a tramp, 
To follow the camp, 
d drive, to the jig of a drum and a fife, 
king's cattle oa Bagſhot heath. 


There ſee me parade, 
Pthe ſoldiering trade, 
d ſhoulder my Whip juſt ſo.— 
Gee—ce—oo—oup! Gallows! Would you walk 
over the ladies? Stand ont of the line of march 
you jemmy ge*minan in black—great guns pay 
no reſpect to parſons. 
Wo! Crop, wo!“ 
But they heeds not what I ſay, 
So 1 whiſtles and flogs away. 


generals oft in a woundy brawl, 

1 purpoſe to ſhew their {kill, N 
Ks me and che cattle and cannon and all 
i cantering up a hill ; 


B 3 


(6) 


But what dye think is the next thing done, 
When we gets tothe top? why then 
Comes a kind of a man, 
As they calls aid-de-cam—- 
Ad rat-yn4or-{ſporkagithebelt of the ſun 
And gallops us down again 
Then in front and rear 
It you could. but hear 
How quick the firings go. 


Pop, pop, pap—pop—pop—** Zounds! Y 


40 get out of the Way, don't You {ce ue! 


10 oo ming upon you with fixed bayogete 


« Would you have us kill one another, aud. 


„ damn'd to you?!“ 
Stop ſays J. 
Wo! Captain, wo! 
But they heeds not what I (ay, 
So whitlles and flogs away, 


Then at night in a canvas ronnd-about 
Neither comfort nor cold we feel, 
Where a dozen or mote lay foot to foot 
Like the ſpokes of a catherine whee!! 
All higgledy-piggledy, pigs in the ſtraw 
We ſnooze without thinking of harm, 
Till a ſignal goes 
To jump into our cloaths, 


And as fine a contufton as ever you ſaw 


Is a midnight falſe alarm. 
There, oft” you'll ſee 
From the ſnug marquee, - 
A belle turn out for a beau. 
„ Ah ah l—a—ah— Fire! Thieves tt 
« ven's ſake, young man, what is the gate 
Bleſs your pretty face, miſs, tis only 40 
frohc I ſuppoſe you thought the ch 
was going to hop the twig, aud bilk tue 
oning, eh? | 


W. 


Von 


* d 
Ihr 
Or! 


Her 


117 
le! 
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And 


The 


Whe 


Whe 


And 
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Wo! Smiler, Wo! 
But ſhe minds not 90 1 ſay; 
So I whiſltes and flogs away. 


— — mn — 


Lung in the Entertainment ef the Savaces, ar 
Sadler . Hells. 


OME nei» hbours, awhile leave your labours and 
care, 

And follow tight Andrew to Giggle- down fair, 

such din and diverſion you never did fee 

As to day-—if you chute" td give credit to me; 

Come away, Come away, come away to the fair 
In your holiday gear, 
Trim and dainty appear, - - 

Come away, come away, come away to the fair; 


You may there ſee a minhet danc'd on the wire, 
\nd a conjurer ſwallow a haſon of fire, 
1hro' a glafs for a hal'penny, fee a fine ſhew, 
Or behold for a groat tame wild beaſts all a-row, 
Come away, &e. 


Here a pack of ſtrange fools thro? a collar that grin, 
le that makes the worſt faces is ſuteſt co in; 
There with hot haſty pudding ſome cramin'd to their 
ey Es, 


And he that's beſt ſcalded walks off with the prize. 
Come away's &e. 


1 


Then you ne'er can imagine what wonderful gig, 

When the clowns run agog at the tail of a pig. 

When they think they have hold on't, he” s off with a 

2 flirt, 41 2 

ad * re.left in the lurch with their eyes in the 
Tt. 1 


"Come away, &e. 


18) 


Then I and my matter can cure all your ills, 
With our ointments, potions, our powders an 
For, as well as great doQors who take their geg 
Tho' we do you no 8909, we can pocket the tees 
Come dWay, & 


bills, 
ci, 
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RED AND WHITE. 


Comprſed by Mr. BATTISHILL, 
The words by Mr. HARRISOx. 


LEAS'D, let the dangling fop delight 
In artful Chloe's red and white; 
For me rich grapes with varied juice, 
Can choicer red and white produce, 
No tints can Chloe's checks diſcloſe, 
To mate the lily and the roſe; 
On whom, like her, vile inſects prey, 
And then their beauties fade away. 


But wine, of pale or roſy hue, 

That keeps it's native colour true, 

Is like a genuine friend fincere, 

Tho? lov'd in youth, in age more dear. 

It aids no inſe& drones to iht ive, 

But feeds the nobleſt ſouls alive; 

E'en now it glows along my reins, 

And prompts the grateful, generous firains, 


ZEPHYR 


(9) 
ZEPHYR ant Tue ROSE; 
ok, THE STOLEN SALUTE, | 1 


—— 
— 


Compoſed by Dr. Ax NouD. | 
The words by Mr. HaARRAIͤSsOx. H 


T7HEN Zephyr, who fighs for the lover's ſoſt 4 
ö bliſs, 4 
salutes by ſurpriſe the coy roſe, 1 
Wetting her head, ſhe declines his fond kiſs, 1 
Her beautiful lips rive to cloſe, 1 
ho! all mildneſs the youth of ſuch fragrance poſleſs'd, / 1 
Traoſported he feeds on her breath, 4 
or thoughtleſs reflects while he feels himſelf bleſoꝰd "| 
To het who thus blefies tis death. 4 
Nor thouglitleſs reflects, &. 


2 - <A nt 
. * - WES GE con mat he 
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Now cloſer he preſſes, unable to ſpeak, 
What muſt the dear innocent feel? 
Alarm him, ye dew-drops, that roll down each cheek, 
Her anzuiſh intreat Him to heel. 
Ab! bid him beware, leſt a moment of joy, 
Of joy, ſpite of honour obtain'd; 
The peace of two minds in an inſtant deſtroy, 
That peace which can neter be tegain'd. 
The peace of two minds, &c, 


The rogue hears ſage prudence, not ſeeming to hear, 
Jad feels, tho? not ſeeming to feel; 
His lips check the conrſe of each delicate tear, 
| then labour her anguiſh to heal. 
Ihe breath juſt exhauſled by one ſtolen kiſs, 

A thouſand chaſte kiſſes reſtore; 
And erimton'd with bluſhes, her beauty and bliſs 
Grow perfect, and leſſen no more. 

And crimſon'd,. &. 


( 30 ) 
GOOD LIQUOR, 


Compoſed by Mr. CagTea, 
The words by Mr. HARRISOx. 


voice tho? diſcordant I'll cheerf,l!y raiſe, 
And join me, my friends, for poud Haage! 
praiſe, ; 
Hoſt, brirg your beſt vintage, for as to the work, 
May the knaviſh provider eternally thitſt. 
Then let females and ſeminine men ſip their tea, 
But good liquor, my friends, is the liquor tor me, 


* 


1s th 
Tea, ſlip flops, and water, enervate the frame, nd al 
Ard their uſe has lot Britain too much of her (ave With ! 
How the deuce ſhould five Engliſhmen beat ys, : 
French, i Ti 
If we drink ouly liquors too weak for a wench? na 1 
Then let ſemalts, tr ny | 
ch: 
Like them, we had better eat frogs from the hie, isse 
Than our thirft with the water they ſtink in to fte: : 
Beſides, tho' the French have conſounded bad tool asp 
'They — Burgundy, Champaigne, and Clare, alMould 
20d, ich it 
K Then let females, &. at | 
On the warm ſpring of life, if cold water we pour, BY 
The ftreams of Benevolence curdle and four; ap 
While tea robs the nerves of their genial juice, 
And deprives them at once of their feeling an uſe 
Then let temales, an 
But wine, gen'rous liquor, bright, ſparkling, and ch b 
From the heart's frozen regions expels all that's cc 'Þ 
Fills with vigour the nerves, aids with Warath NG 
rich tide, noi t by 2 ol; 
© 


And makes ſtrength down the ſtream, with (oft ſeal 
ment glide. 4 
Then let femalci, % 


t 
CHACE AWAY CARE, 
A Convivial Ballad. 


Compoſed by Dr. ARXOLD, 


The ar by Mr. HAERRISON. 


HEN a few friends are met to be chearful and 
„ oy, 
1s the duty of each to chace dull Care away; 
nd 21 may aſſiſt, who endeavour their beſt, 
th ſentiment, ſong, repartee, tale, or jeſt; 
ue, then, is the way I contribute iy mite, 
put the foul, vaporous monſter, to flight. 
a novice, *tis true, but I fill may make ſhift, 
my friends all around will but give me a lift. 
chace away care, for your aid I now call; 
Is your cauſe, tis my cauſe, the cauſe of us all. 


raporous manſter is Care; and his breath 

ould be to all mirth and good fellow ſhip death; 

d it not been moſt kindly decreed by the gods, 

at the vile miſts, which riſe from, ſhould hover 

round clods; . 

hl no peſtilent vapour they e'er would admit 

approach the gay features well brighten'd by wit. 
I'm a novice, &c. 


dm the ſight of gay features, dull Care ſlinks away, 

e the night's ſullen gloom at the dawning of day: 

en let us be merry, drink, laugh, chat, and ſing, 

1 each his, beſt ſhare. to the treaſury briog ; 

doubt, for the whole, he ſome good may impart, 

adden the features, or better the heart. 6-3 4 
I'm a novice, &c, 


CELADON 


1 


991 
*c 't +.” 


© CELADON; 
Compiſed b Mr. Barrian:, 
The wards by ein late Mir. Ron tit LI OY S. 


Ti his paſſion i in lence the youth would e 
cal, 0 9:11 16 

What his tongue dare not otter, his eyes ſtill reve, 
And by fefi, ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 
„That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love, 


To the green, to the grove, to the dance, to the { 
Wherever I go, the dear ſhepherd is there; 

I know the: fond. youth, by his bluſh, by his ſmile, 
And, ſurely, ſuch looks were not made to beguil: | 


Tho” indiff'rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 

Tho his words are to her, yet his looks arc on gt. 


When he ſpeaks, if alone, Tam ever in ſcar 
He ſhould ſay what I dread, and yet wiſh mo toe e 
Should he mention his. lose, (cho my pride ue 


ny, ! 


My heart whiſpers . Celia, fond Celia! comply. 


—— ü. O—— 
THE CAUTION, 
Compoſed by Mr. WE IR r. 
The wards by Jon Greror, Es. 
H! tell me, my. Anna, thou lovelieſt maid, 
W hoſe beauties embelliſh this cot-coverd 7 
Why the dark gloom of thought on thy bros 5 U 


play'd, 
Why the languor of grief is expreſs'd in bro 


„ 
bat paſſion · fraught ſigh, that ſprings deep from the 


heart, 
And creates the warm glow, that encrimſons the 
cheek, 3 hs FRI 
Too well does the ſoft tender motive impart, 
Too plainly does love's cruel triumph beſpeak, 


ware, my fond maid, of the dangerous gueſt, 
Of his praiſes ſo ſpecious diſcredit the Hund, 
Nor venture to foſter a ſnake in thy breaſt, 
Who the kindneſs repays with a treacherous wound. 
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The traitor expel from that ſacred retreat, ; 7 
That heavenly boſom as ſpotleſs as fair, " of 
Leſt virtue be chac'd from her favourite ſeat, 
And the manhon of peace prove the dwelling of 
care, 


His attractions though potent, his charms though di- 
vine, 
Form'd the warmeſt ſenſations of bliſs to impart, 
Yet the pleaſing deluſion my Anna reſign, 
Viat flattzrs the eye often tortures the heart, 


Ne, 


— 1 
"<> — 
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OUTWARD CHARMS, 
Compoſed by Mr. M. P. KI. 


* outward charms by all admir'd, 
1. A tranſient pleaſure muſt impart, 

et brighter beauties are requir'd 

To bind in laſting chains the heart. 


Wo a7 o 
rr. 
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Winter's hand each blooming flow'r 4 
Neprives of ev'ry beauteous hue ; | ii 
"0 Time, with never failing pow'r, | 
xternal beauties will ſubdue, ll. 
T ve 
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The ruby lip, the ſparkling eye, 

The glowing cheek, the boſom white; 
Which with the roſe and lily vie, 
Will ſhortly fail to yield delight, 


But calm good - nature, gentle truth, Ce 
With ſenſe and ſweet diſcretion join'd, 
Will heighten ev'ry'charm' of yotith, 

And t'en in age affection bind. A 
Then ſtrive ye nymphs, with earneſt care, On t 
Each mental heauty to attain; Ard 
Since theſe will make you doubly fair, 

And love and fix'd affection gain, 7 * 
g $4] nv 
— — — — To 

THE REPENTANT LOVER, * 

Compoſed by Mr, WE NIE. 4 

The words by Joux Grrroxb, Eſq, He 

| vin 


H! let not the heart by contrition affected, 

. N Be doom'd a fit ſubject dear Anna for ſcorn, Ob 
Ihe prayr of repemance through caution ſuſpected, . A. 
Might render the victim of ſorrow forlorn. T! 


Affection fincere by its object offended 
I be faireſt effuſions of mercy muſt prove; | 
For where indignation with ſweetneſs is blended, 


The clouds of reſentment muſt fly before love. 


Convert by your ſmiles, to the ſoft breeze of pleaſu! 
Each tempeſt of paſſion, of care each rude blaſt, 

Rewards daily ſpringing from joy's boundleſs trealurt 
Ihe future ſhall more than atone for the pai, 


FAIK 
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"FAIR SOPHIA: 
Compeſed by Dr, M1 L LER. 


e words by the Honcurable Horace WAHrorr, 


S the mole's ſilent ſtream. crept penſive along, a 

And the winds murmur d folemn the willows | 

among, : 1 

On the green turf complaining a ſwain lay reclin'd, ; 
And wept to the river, and ſigh'd to the wind. 


In vain, he cry'd, Nature has waken'd the ſpring, 
In vain blooms the violet, the nightingales fing ; A 
To a heart full of ſorrow no beauties appear, {1 
Each Zephyr's a ſigh, and each de- drop a tear, | 


In vain my Sophia has graces.to, move 

The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to love; 

Her preſence no longer gives joy to my eye, 

vince without her to live is more pain than to die. 


Oh! that Slumber his pinions would over me ſpread, | 
And paint but her image in dreams in her ſtead ; : 
The beautiful viſion would ſoften my pain; f 
But ſleep's a relief 1 ſolicit in vain. 


= 
The wretch, thus, like me, his heart wounded with "2.8 
care | 1 
Is deladed by hope, and undone by deſpair : 
His pains, ever working, deny him repoſe, 
And the moments but vary, to vary his woes. 


2 THE 


8 1 ) 
THE DISCONSOLATE SHEPHERD, 
Favourite Paſfteral Ballad, Compeſed by Dr. Ax xorg 
TJ e words by the late Mr. Wory, 


E ſwains that inſult o'er my woe, 
And wake me the jeſt of the green, 
What I ſuffer ye flenderly know, 
My Phillis ye never have ſeen. 
O! ſhe's lovely as thought can expreſs, 
As gentle and mild as the dove, 
I aw her, and who could do leſs ? 
I ſaw, and I could not but love ! 
How ſhall I my love recommend ? 
I may rob her ſoft heart of its eaſe ; 
And ſure, I muſt dread to offend, ' 
Whote ſtudy is only to pleaſe, 
In expreſſion let others excel, 
My love is a ſtranger to art: 
Jho' may be I ſpeak not ſo well, 
Yer truſt me, I ſpeak from the heart, 


At each ſcene of the well fabled woe, 
\\ hich ſorrow fo forcibly ſpeaks, 
I mark'd the ſoft current o'er flow, 
And the tear gently ſteal down her cheeks! 
I nark'dit, and truſt me ye fair, 
It pleas'd me ſuch ſoftneſs to ſee ! 
Can ſhe melt at a fancied deſpair, 
And nct have:compaſſion for me? 


"THE 


(17) 
THE EFFUSIONS OF ABSENCE, 


> Y,47,0a 


Compoſed by Mr. M. P. Kise. 


A T he words by Mr. Cnanmuan, 
N vain do idle lets blow, 
Or cowſlips gild the ſilent dale, 
; lilies emulate the ſno-w-w, 
Ind fling their fragrance thro” the vale ;.. 
ill Henry to my longing arms, 
ith equal love returns again, 
ot ſpring with all his roſy charme, 
an eaſe my boſom of its pain. 


When by the murm' ting brook I tray, 
t rove at eve the woodlands o'er ; 

he fightng Zephyrs ſeem to ſay, 

ill Henry bleſs theſe ſeenes no more? 
late to thy much lov'd groves again; 
keturn, and all my fears remove: 

ite, Henry, and renew the reign 
peace, of harmony, and love. 


FAREWEL TO POLLY.: 
Compoſed by Dr. HaYEs. | 
The words by Tron xe srierx, Eſq. 


HO” miſs Polly you TY wear 
Flowing locks and beauties rare, 
et you ne'er can reach my heart, 
Vhile you flaunt it up and down, 
iro” the vain fantaſtick town, 
o ns Polly we muſt * 
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. Flirt and flquntit 36 yon plesſe, 
= Vil ot vex, alt“ you teaze, 


bPerjur'd vows, that all muſt blame; 


%s 


Idle faps may wear aN! f/ 
I your frowns tod ch diſd ain: 
Since I learr'd your fidkſe art:: 


But, miſs Polly, we muſt part! 


That was dear, Lu- diſo ven 
What was love, 1s juſtly flown n:; 
So, no more I'll lay to heart, 


Much too bad e'en now to name. 
Farewel Polly! thus we part: 


— — ä 
THE HOBBY, HORSE. 
Compoſed by Dr, ARNOLD. 

The words by Mr. HARRISOx. 


HY ſhould the friends of young Cupid, 
W Pining, whining and ſighing, 
Conſider each mortal as ſtupid, 

Who's not for ſome miſtreſs dying ? | 
Since the journey of life's on a road rough tho 1 
Pray let each man in quiet bis hobby-horte ride. 
Our own courſe regarding, not cenſuring a brother, 
Or ſeeking to joſtle or croſs one another. 


Why ſhould we'gay ſons of Bacchus, 
Laughing, finging, and drinking, 
ITho' dull Care can never attack us, . 
Deny there's pleaſure in thinking? 


0 
. 
* 


199390 
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Sinces the Jane 


2119 


The hero delights in a battle 129% VET et 5[Di 
Firing, wounding, and, kl ling, * nt 71 
We had rather hear glaſſes ratile, 3 
And wine for blaad be ſpilling. 16% Mtl. 
Seines the journey, &C» 


x 
Lis 
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Plaming others is folly, 
Loving, fighting, or mellow. 
For the grave, the valiant, the jolly, ,. 
May each be a worthy fellow. 1 
ö Since the journey, & 


ROSY MORNING. 
Compoſed by Mr. CARrex. 
The words by Mr. HARRISOR. 


RE the lark with eager flight, 
Upward darts to, meet the light, 

Fre the waking inſects rove, 
Searchful of the plants they love, 
To taſte the genial breath of morn,” 

And nature's ſparkling gems behold, 
Exhaling from. the bloſſom'd thorn 

And quivering in their cups of gold? / 
With my ſain 1 feek the lawns, 
Ere the roly morning dawas, 


Fre, to hail. the riſing ſan, 

Lirds or inſets have begun 

Ere, in gen'ral chorus, join 
Bleating flocks, and lowing kine: 

For greater gifts than they can know, 
To reaſonꝭs ſacred ſource, of light, 
Our ſtill earlier ſong ſhould flo, 

True ſource of, each ſublime delight; 
As We dug trip the lawns, * 
Ere the roſy morning dawns, 
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Confiled,. by Dr. Akworo; 
The P oy Mr? HixRISsOx. 


T William elt his N dear, 

M And Tought the foe Nagy dear to fear, 
Nancy dear would William go, 

The foe he fear'd not, laid him low. 

Weep virgins, weep, my William's ſlain, 


Ve ne er ſhall ſee his like again. 


Ah! tell me not, hat now no more 
War bids her murdering thunder roar ; 
My heart partakes not in the news, 
For what, alas! have I to loſe ? 

Who till miſt weep my William ſlain, . 
Nor &er can ſee his like again. 


_ CONTRITION. 
Compiſet by Dr. Ax xol D. 
The avords by Mr. Hanklsox. 


O perjur'd wretch! nor hope a tear 
Can ever fall for loſs of thee; 
Tho” oft it may, to think how dear, 
So vile a being was to me. 


To think ſuch weakneſs I poſſeſs'd, 
Oft will the bluſh of ſhame ankles. FF 

And long, the ſin ner in my breaſt, 
Do penance by continued ſighs. 


To think, tho? Farents kindly Qicoye 
To hold the quſcreant to my view, 
I lighted their experienc'd love, 


And bade SY; heart's, belt Eddie. | 


(21) 
For thee, who more than life I fov'd, 4 
And more than thoſe who gave it too; 


The curſe of difobedience pro ld, 
And bade my heart's beſt bliſs adieu. 


_ THE'LADY'S CHOICE. '/ 
Compoſed S. Mr. M. P. KINO. 
The avordt by Mr, HARRISSx. 


F the Fates have decreed that a wife I muſt be, 
Give attention I'll tell you the huſband for me, 
And tho' nice in my choice, blame me not my dear 

friends, Fo, 
Since on that all my bliſs for the future depends. 
Till I fee the lov'd youth, I contented can reſt, 
But will ne'er be a ſlave to the man I deteſt, 


Firſt, his form muſt pleaſe me, tho' it pleaſe me alone, 
And his age, birth, and fortune, be all near my on; 
For diſparity oft will occaſion reproach, 
While one boaſts her youth, and the other his coach, 
Next, his temper, that both may in harmony live, 
Not offended too ſoon, nor too {low to forgive. 


Quite well-bred I would, have him, yet not ſo polite, 
A; to put, by grimace, ſenſe and truth both to flight; 
While the teeth, which in ſmiles are to company ſhewn, 
e diſplay'd, gnaſh'd by rage, to his wife, when a- 

lone. | 
Let, at leaſt, gracious heaven! the man who is dear 
lo my fond, faithful boſom, be kind, and ſincere! 


No baſe, double tongued, tame, pufillanimous ſlave, 
May he be, nor a ſoldier, but equally brave: 
He muſt prove a firm champion in virtue's defence; 
Iho' oft ſparing of wit, reer deficient in ſenſe, | 
Wiſe enough his own want of perfection to ſee, 
He will pardon ſmall foibles he mult find in me- 
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I ſee how look'd the modeſt fair, 


622) 

When a ſwain thus endow?Ufairly tenders his hand 
»Twould be weakneſs, indeed, the fond ſuit to wit, 

ſtands A I A e t g 

Yet not weaker were that, than an union muſt prove 
On a bafjz leſs firm, ungemented by love: 
Jill I fee the dear youth, I'm contented to wait; 
But will ne'er wed in haſte, to repent when too late, 
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THE BILLET-DOUX, 


Compoſed. by Mr. Salt, 
The words I JohN OK EETE, Eſq, 


\HE billet. doux, oh! didit thou bear 
To my Lorenza? lovely maid! 


I hear the gentle things ſhe ſaid. 
The mantling blood her cheek forſakes, 
But quick returns the roſy hue, 
With trembling haſte the ſeal ſhe breaks, 
And reads my tender dillet-doux. 


The billet-doux when J receive, 
J preſs it to my throbbing heart; 
Sweet words T cry, Tuch j6ys you give, 
Oh! never, never, thence depart ; 
And now, it to my lips is preſs'd; 
But when the magic name I view, 
Again I claſp it to my breaſt, 
My fond, my tender billet- dou! ! * 
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ANNETTE. 
Compoſed by Mr. M. P. Kine, 
The words by Mr. CHAN DLEA. 


ROM banks that bound the ſilver brook, 
Annette the fragrant vi'lets took, 
With theſe an artleſs wreath-ſhe. made, 
And on her ſnowy breaſt diſplay'd, 


['reft the prize from beauty*s ſhrine, 
And hid the ſacred theft in mine. { +4 


Unconſcious, then, that oft a flow'r 

Enſhrines within it's leaves a pow'r ; 

With fond delight I preſs'd the wreath, 

That ſeem'd of more than heaven to breathe z 
Till, in my breaſt, too late I found, 

Love's arrow had infix'd the wound, 


From Jove, Prometheus lily ſtole 

Tt Etherial torch'that lights the ſoul ; 
Why, love, ſhould I, obedient ſtill, 
Feel more than he is doom'd to feel? 
For, worſe than vultures at my heart, 
Thy poiſon burns in ev'ry part, 


THE VOICE' OF REASON, 
Compoſed by Mr. BATTISHILL, | 
The words by Mr. Mozzzn. | 
1 Reaſon ye fair ones aflert your pretence, 
Nor hearken to language beneath common ſenſe; 


When angels men call you, and homage would pay, 
If you credit the tale, you're as faulty as they, 


Ten 
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Ten thoufand gay ſcenes are preſented to view; 
Ten thouſand oaths fr, but not one of them true; 
Such paſſion, O heed not, unleſs to deride, | 
Leſt victims ye falf to an ill grounded pride, 


Prefer ye the diftates of virtue to ſound ; 

True bliſs never yet without goodneſs was found! 
Leave folly and ſaſhion, miſguiders of youth, 
And ſtick to their oppoſites, wiſdom and truth, 


* , 
© % F 


COLIN'TO DELIA. 
Compoſed by Dr. ArNoLD, 
The avords by Peter PIN DAR, Eſq, 


OW long ſhall hapleſs Colin maurn 
The cold regard of Delia's eye? 
Ihe heart whoſe only crime is love, 
Can Delia's ſoftneſs doom to die ? 
Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear, 
Thy beauties O-divinely bright, 
In one ſhort hour by Delia's fide, 
I taſte whole ages of delight; 


Yet though I loy'd' thee more than life; 
Not to diſpleaſe à cruel maid, . 
My tongue forbore its fondeſt tale, 
And ſigh'd amid the diſtant ſhade. 
What happier ſhepherd wins thy ſmile, 
A bliſs for which I hourly pine? 
Some ſwain, perhaps, wha ertile yales, 
And fleecy flocks, are more than mine, 7 
NA a 


625 
Few are the vales that Colin boaſts, 


With wealth I court not Delia's heatt— 
A noble bribe I offer Love! 
Yet ſnou'd the virgin yield her hand, 
And thoughtleſs wed for wealth alone ; 
The act may make my boſom bleed, 
But ſurely cannot ble(s her own. 


CHARMING PHILLIS. 


Compaſed by Mr. WEBBE. 
The words by Joan GIF FORD, Esq. 


N that bleſt day, my charming Phillis, 
When ſacred rites ſhall make you mine, 
When to reward my love your will is, 
And Cupid erown at Hymen's ſhrine. 


My heart's ſole objeR then poſſeſſing, 
A willing ſlave at beauty's feet; 

| ſhall enjoy each earthly bleſſing, 
And find in flav'ry bliſs compleat. 


When the glad hour, with pleaſure teeming, 
Impels the grateful tear to riſe; - 

The eye with melting rapture beaming, 
The ſoul claims kindred with the ſkies. - 


dhe, who, youth's vernal bloom neglecting. 
Can ſlight the joys that nature gives, 
The pureſt happineſs rejecting, 
Mars the great end for which ſhe lives, 


Enjoy ye fair, the charms of morning, 
Nor wait the ſultry gleam of noon; _ 

Take by yon drooping flow'ret warning, 

| Life's flecting viſion * too ſoon. 


And few the flocks thoſe; yales that rape, 


YE> 
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Compoſed by Mr, W EBU r. 
The words by Joux G1 FFORD, Eſq. 


HEN by ſome favour'd. youth the fond fairs 
n 

Tho' with tendereſt wiſhes her boſom may glow, 

Yet deceit, the firſt leſſon that's taught to a maid, 

While her heart anſwers yes, makes her tongue faller 

no. 


But her eyes, the ſweet heralds of love, ſpeaking truth, 
Will diſdain the falſe accents extorted by fear, 
As with rapture they melt, the fond rapture of you!l' 
And her feelings diſcloſe by a generous tear, 


Yet the errors beware, of à frivolous age, 

When cach modern Narciſſus in vain Feks to more, 
And rejecting the precepts of nature's true page, 
'Takes the warmth of diſdain for the ardour of love, 


Nor expect that the victim of av'rice and pride, 
The ſoul-thrilling ſweets of affection can know, 
For when wealth and authority make the ſad bride, 
Tho? the tongue muſt ſay yes, yet the heart will {ay 
no. | 
THE ROSE. 
Cantata; Compeſed by Mr, WEUUE. 
. The words from Anacreon, 


Liften, liſten, while I ſing, 
O Ide roſe the glory of the ſpring. 
To heav'n the roſe in fragrance flies, 


The ſweeteſt incenſe of the ſkies, "* 


y 


ail 
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Hail beautedus flow'r which poets praiſe, 
And for it would exchange their, bays, 
O! ever to the ſprightily teaft, 
Thou -art a welcome, pleaſing gueſt. 


Thou lovely ſmiling roſe how ſect N 
All or jccts where thy beauties meet | 
Thou joy of earth when vernal hours, 
Pour forth a waſte of blooming flow'te. 


To grace the world the teeming earth 
Firſt gave the fragrant infant birth: 
And this (ſke cry'd) I this ordain, 
My fav'rite queen of flow'rs to reign, 


em — — - 


SANDY any ALICE. 


4 favorite New Song, camprſed by Dr. Ax vob. 


The words by Mr, GeorGs Savilte Carey, 


OUNG Sandy was prefs'd from his Alice's fide, 
As they ſtray'd to converſe in the dale, 
And Sandy was wooing the maid as his bride 
When the gang ſtopp'd his amorous tale, 
They tore him away tho? ſhe fell on her knee, 
And implor'd them to ſpare her dear ſwain, 
For the wretches were deaf to her heart. tending plea, 
And they hurry'd him off to the main, 


dhe ſtood all alone, a pale ſtatue of grief, 
Till at length the tears burſt from her eyes, 
No friend was there near, to afford her relicf, 
And the damſel applied to the ſkies. 
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T he night. cheering moon was abſorb'd in a cloud 
And the winds ſudden raſe in the north; : 

Ihe flocks, on the mountains, too, bleated aloud, 
And the waves roar'd and foam'd in the forth. 


At that inſtant the galley. was making its way, 
With the heart-ſwelling Sandy on — ; 

Who ſpied, at a diſtance, the ſhip, where ſhe lay, 
In the mouth of the forth firmly moor'd. 

But the ſea with the mountains determin'd to vie, 
For each wave left a valley below ; 

Be fleady, he ſteady, good lads! was the cry, 
Oc down, down to the bottom we go! 


'T his no ſooner was ſaid, than a turbulent ware 
Render'd uſeleſs the Kill of each oar; 

For they all ſunk, at once, in a watery grave! 
All but one, who was waſhed on the ſhore : 
*T was Sandy, for whom the kind fates interfer'd, 

As a token that nought ſhould remove 
he bondage of faith, while it ſtrialy adher'd 
Ta the dear hallou'd mandates of love, 


He fled to his Alice, who mourn'd to deſpair, 
But when ſhe her Sandy beheld, 

His preſence ſoon vanquiſh'd her viſitor, Care, 
And the vapours of Sorrow diſpell'd. 

To the mountains they fled, far away from the man, 
Where no rude aſſailants engage : 

No ruffian to part the fond lovers again, 
Till old Time ſhall intrude with old Age. 


FCCLE 


( 29 ) 


5 -ROGUES ALL... 1 
4 Feouvite New Sang, Jung. by Mr. Furt rx. 
Compoſed by Mr. F. LIx EE r. 
The words by Mr. HARAISo. 


HILE pragmatical fools of dull politics prate, 
And their bus'neſs neglect for the bus'neſs of 
ſtate ; 195 11. 
Let us with more wiſdom our own matters mind, 
Nor e'er hope to govern the waves or the wind. 
The Ins and the Outs who each other abuſe, 
Believe me, my ſriends, both have juſt the ſame views. 
To us what avails then who riſe or who fall, 
Since we may till ſing the old ſong of © rogues all.“ 


Exch air-ſwoln balloon that mounts up to the ſkies, 
[tz gaz ſoon exhauſted, on earth empty lies: 
The ſun's bright levee draws the bubbles in crowds, 
To burſt *midſ the conflicts of winds and of clouds; 
And ſuch 1s their fate who on vanity's wings, 
Ambitiouſly flock to the levees of kings. 
Then let us regard not, who riſe or who fall, 
Since we may {till ſing the old ſong of © rogues all.“ 


So round with the bottle, and thankful 'tis here, 

Neer ſtop to conſider, if cheap or if dear; 

To waſte time in idle debate, is but Ruff, 

While we ſeel we have got, or can ſoon get enough: 

'Tis this _— true Britons laugh loud, joke, and 
ing, 

They envy — ſtateſman, and pity a king. 

Then let us regard not, who riſe or who fall, 

vince we may Kill fing the old ſong of © rogues all.“ 


D 3 CONTENT 


(630) 


CONTENT AND a COT, 


A Faweurite;New Song, fing by Mr. Dartey, a 
 Vauxhalh, + | 

© Cempoſed by Mr, Hoox. 
The watds by Mr. HARRISOx. 


Have look'd'into life, and with truth I can (ay, 
I find higheſt bliſs lies in lowlieſt lot; 
From my breaſt drive the dzmon of pride far aug, 
And give me, kind heaven ! content and a cot, 


Fat 


If fix'd on a plain, or a hillock's green ſide, 
In a valley, a wood, or a dale, matters not, 
From oppreſlion, and falſehood, O let me but hide, 


And yive me, kind heaven! content and a cot, * 

May I ne er expect cloathing, or food, without til, K 
Or covet the wealth that's diſhoneſtly got; 

'Tho' man be ungrateful, not ſo is the ſoil, Nan 

And give me, kind heav'n! content and a cot. x 

Ing! the ſweat of my brow, make me till my ſcant ground, T 

F To raiſe fruits, and herbs, for the diſh or the po, Wm, 

| While my innocent babes, with my lambs frolick round, 8 

And give us, kind heav'n ! content in our cot. * 

> # 2 

With the wife of my youth, till old age let me lire, Wh 

| And ſoothe each ſad pang, that's the ſex's hard lot, 

a The errors of each, teach us each to forgive, Pei 

I And grant us, kind heav'n ! content in our cot. 


Thus, as life wears away, let us live free from blane, 
Our love never cool, nor our anger eber hot, 

May our girls, and our boys, prove preciſely the lant, 
Then grant them, kind heav'n f content and a (0! 
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SMIUINCGNA N. 


Faveurite Sea Song, ſung by Mr. Bauvisrzx, in 
the Entertainment of the Gxout. 


The words by JohN O'Keeve, Eſq. 


HAT ſhould ſailors do on ſhore ? 
Kiſs the girls and toſs the can! 

Vhen the cannons ceaſe to roar, 

Sweet the voice of ſmiling Nan! 
Bring me firſt a ſpacious bowl, 
Deeper than a plummet ſound, 
ive me next a gen'rous ſoul, 
That in loving knows no bound, 
flowing ever let it be, 

f the tide good liquor prove: 
Thus my hearts let's keep the ſea, 
Sailing with the girl we love. 

What ſhould ſailors, &c, 


Nancy be my true- love's name, 
And to compliment my dear, 
bonny ip ſecure thy fame, 
Thou the darling title bear! 
To guard and bleſs mywfav'rite realm. 
Smiling, thus old Neptune ſpoke, 
| place my William at the helm, 
Royal Will is heart of oak. 
Whether mo0r'd or on a cruiſe, 
dalor ſtill in peace or war, 
Poile the linftock, brim the booze, 
ding long live the royal tar, 
What ſhould ſailors &e. 


* 
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32) 
: TH NONPAREII. 
Cue . Mr. Wenk. 
T ber, auerds,) by Mr. HARRISO x. 


I ROUGH nature I have ſought in vain: 
Fit emblems of my blooming fair, 
Thopgh flow'rs adorn the vivid plain, 

| Gems flame i rh uin and ſuns in air. the 


et th 


ne & 
ſhere 
er ye 
be ſo 


The lily has no azure ſtreaks, 
With her ſtill purer ſſcin to vie, 
Too pale the white roſe for her cheeks, 
The paleſt crimſon roſe too high, 


ond 


V th 


Her eyes, twin orbs of heav'nly light! 
In chaſte mild luſtre far outſhine 

The brighteſt ſtar that gilds the night, 
The richeſt gem that chears the mine! 


der 
F r11 
10 th 


igt 


Too fiery is the ruby's glow, 
To match her lips 45 ſcarlet hue: 

Fo ſuit her teeth, more white than ſnow, 
The boalted pearl as much too blue, 


E'en might all Nature's beauties join, 
With all the fire Prometheus flole ; 


Still mult it want her form divine, 7 
Her poliſh'd eaſe, her gen'rous ſoul ! 


THE BREAKFAST, 
Compeſed by Mr. Hook. 
The words by POLLINGROVE RoBINSO , Eig. 


S Jove when he rifes triumphant from night, 
Repairs where his Hebe and Nectar invite, 
70 


| vous I ſpring from the gay bed of blils, 

To Fanny's arch looks, and the tea kettle's hils, 
Of near like this, of this Hebe I boaſt, - 
While ſhe pours the ſweet ſtream ſhe herſelf is the toal 


| ( 33) 

te Stoick would fecl, and the Hermit would burn, 
here diſhabille Fanny fits over her urn: 

er youth is as rich as the liquid ſhe ſips; 


te ſogar's leſs ſweet, than the ſweets of her lips. 
Of near, &c, 


the milk ſhe infuſes, ſhe's fair, and ſhe's kind, 

the leaf that ſhe draws, has leſs ſtrength than her 
mind : 

ond pleaſure the charms of her hoſom elates, 

; the freſh moulded cream the ſoft crumpet inflates, 

Of nectar, &c. 


Dcrown the repaſt, ſhe conceals not a charm 

f ringlets diſorder*d, of white neck and arm; 

Jo the urn, while the iron transfuſes the fire, 

right love, from her eyes, ſhoots his darts of deſire. 
Ot near, &c. 


— — — :. 


BALLANDEN'S BRAES, 
A Scatch Ballad, Compoſed by Mr. Hoox. 


Tie words by PoLLIxGROVe RoB1Nson, Eſq. 


I was high o'er the Murelands, and doun by the 
Lynne, t 

"hare the waters rin deep, and the hillocks begin, 

That Beſſy the bonny wi heart ſad an air, 

«a tir'd on a know, an fang loud her deſpair, 

Paulſe ſauſſe the grate town is, and fauſſe are its ways, 

Like him wha decoy'd me frae Ballanden's braes. 

vcet Ballanden's braes, ſweet Ballauden's braces. . 


han the laird o'the land firſt cam doun to our glen, 
lletell'd me he ne'er ſaw a fairlie till then: U 
P | 0 


1 
(34) 
He fleek'd doun my bair, and he leugh in my ett 
He ſich'd o'er mY naund, and he ca'ad me his Queen 


But fauſſe was his hear, an mair fauſle ware ais pra 
For he tuk me awa frac ſweet Ballanden's bracy, 


He was young like myſcl, and he ſware he was e Ws four 
A faither, and brither, and aw things, to me: ile fri 
He ſware, gin 1 loo'd him, he'd mak me ſa fins, e rapt 

f That W i goud an Wi ſiller my tartan ſhou'd ſine; 
But fauſſe ware. his words, an mair faufle ware | 

-, Ways, 
' Wha tuk me awa frae ſweet Ballanden's hraes, 


J thocht it was ſinful, but he luk'd ſa kind, 
I thocht it as ſinſul to tarry behind. 

Sa high o'er the Murelands, and far frae my hand 
He led me, and made me believe it na ſhame; 
But fauſſe ware his doings, and faufſe ware his wx * 
For he tuk me far off frae ſweet Ballanden's braes, 7 


But ſhort was his Lindnebs, his gude words and cart 
Whan he ſaw the grate town than he loo'd mt 


la. gt 

mair ; 4 is 
He tuk. to grate ladies, they leugh me to ſcorn, nd 
An he wad na help me, but left me to mourn: her 


Till, fick wi his fin, and near kilPd by his ways, 
I am come back to dee on ſweet Ballanden's vrats, Ne. 


KEE 01 


THE TIES OF FRIENDSHIP, 
Comprſed by Mr. WeBBE, 
©. The words by Joux Girroxb, Egg. 
OW ſiveet are the ties which a friend can impol 
II The mind to ſuſpicion and envy to cloſe: 
V 


hile Sympathy opens her heart ſoothing — 
To blunt ſorrow's Ring, and give pleaſure new #9 


(35 


ugh ſoft are the bonds which a lover enchain,, 
t lay, is his bliſs unattended by pain? _ | 
{ar of deluſion his boſom muſt know, 

the fiream of his joy, prove the current of woe. 


Hy men's fond ſlave is oft heard to complain, 
founded in love are but airy and vain; 

ile friendſhip's recorded in truth's ſacred page, 
| rapture of youth, and the ſolace of age, 


—— ͤ öü—äf—— . — 
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WOMAN PREFERRED TO WINE. 


Compoſed by Mr. M. P. Kinc, 
The words by Mr. CHANDLER, 


JE fill deceiv'd ; and bold divine 
) The ivy-mantled god of wine, 
{in your midnight orgies own, 
tat wine exalts the mind alone. 


grant that TI the dew may fip, 
hat hathes my Lucy's roſeate lip ! 
id PI] contentedly reſign 

be nectar of the boaſted vine. 
ah balmy draught I rake, 
ill ſublimer pleaſures wake: 
re reſin d my ſenſes grow, 
ore ſincere my raptures flow! 


or me, while health and ſpirits move, 
l prize thy gifts, celeſtial Love! 

id ne'er relinquiſh, while I breathe, | 
e myrtle for the ivy wreath, 1 
THE 


A . 
JV 


( 36) 


THE WOOING DAYS, 
Compoſed by Mr. Hoox. 
The words by Mr. SMIRK&E, 


APP M are the days of wooing, 

H Ogling, ſighing. _ cooing, 

elting hopes and chilling fears, 
Weeping joys and ſmiling tears! 

Tonetul ſorrows, faughing lays, 

Pleafing, teazing, 
- Sporting courting, 
Happy are the wooing days ! 


When by Hymen's chain united; 
Far away theſe joys are frighted ; 
Dimpled cheeks of roſy hue, 
Panting, trembling hope, adieu ! 
Languid air, — ſolemn face; 
Nodding, plodding, 
Proſing, dozing, 
Then ſucceed the wooing. days. 


Sprightly lads and laſſes, wooing, 
Ere it be too late for rueing, 
Shun the dangers that await 
Hymen's dull and drowſy tate : 
And, with fickle, fond delavs, 
Pleaſing, teazing, 
Sporting, courting, 
Lengthen out the wooing days. 
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THE Law MIRROR, 


An Anacreontich. 


Compoſed by Mr. M. P. Kine. 
The words by Mr. CHANDLER." 


TEADY the liquid mirror hold, 
be convinc'd if I am old. 
Within the bowl I view my face 
Adorn'd with every youthful grace. 
Dull Care and Anguiſh diſappear, 
And I can ſee no wrinkles there; 
Not ſo the wat'ry cryſtal ſhows 
Alengthen'd face o'erplow'd with woes, 
And wreaths by artfal virgins tied, 
in vain my ſnow- white locks would hide, 


The moſs-grown oak, may ſtill be ſeen 
In foring, with buds of livelieſt green, 
'Tis fpring with me, the mantling bowl 
Darts a warm ſunſhine thro? my ſoul. 
My veins in ſoft vibrations play, 
Conſeſs the god, and own his ſway : 
And till I feel a fond deſire, 

To tune to love the willing lyre. 


—— — f 2 — 


Compoſed by Dr. Ax xo p. 
The words by Mr. HARRTSQx. 


horn, 
That thrills ſo * ſweet in my ear: 


THE HEALTH-GIVING CHACE, 


ARK ! hark! *tis the ſound of the mellow ton 


Nip? 't's 


638) 
Night's fairly run down by the ſure-footed Morn, 


And the bright beams of Phœbus begin to appear 
{ Then ariſe, brother ſportſmen, ſee Sol's Jolly face, : 
And his ſummons obey to the health- giving chace, 


| The high mettled ſteeds hear with pleaſure the found. 
k Paw the plain with impatience, and ſnuff the rich 
ale : 
While their neighing's return'd byeach op'ning hound, 
| All eager to fly, up the hill, down the dale. 
| Then ariſe, &, 


The dew-drops that lurk on each blade, leaf, or ſpray, 
Now the morn's piercing eye all their coverts ex. 
plores ; 
Are chac'd by the ſun's fiery ardour away, 
While their fragrance full ſtreams of ſalubrity pours, 
Then ariſe, &c. 


The ſox, who all night, amidſt darkneſs profound, 
On the ſacred retitements of innocence ſtole; 
Now dreads retribution in every ſound, 
And ſhrinks to the innermoſt depths of his hole, 
Then ariſe, &c. 


Let us, with calm boſoms, unconſcious of wrong, 
All vile miſcreants hunt down, who on Innocence 
i 
Nor loſe ſight of Virtue, in ſports, or in ſong, 
That our hearts may rejoice at the cloſe of the day, 
I hen ariſe, &, 


HARK 


nce 


RR 


( 39 ) 


HARK AWAY! 


Compoſed by Dr. Ax NOD. 
The words by ANTHONY PAS IN, 1/7, 


HEN the forehead of Phaocbus illumines the 
ealt, 
And the lark hails the birth of the morn, 
| ſake off the mantle that's woven by reit, 
And obey the rebuke of the horn, 
Thea the chace, the blithe chace, gives a zelt to the 
day 
And thought links immers'd in the loud hark away! 


How mad are mant ind, thus to brood over ill, 

Whoſe hearts were for happineſs made: 

When the hunter's ſweet note gives the cue to his will, 
And Echo repeats what is ſaid. 

Then hither, ye wretched, be bliſsful, be gay, 

And ſwell the blithe chorus of hark, hark away! 


Of old, lovely Dian, with buſkin and ſpear, 
Bruſh'd the glittering dew from the plain: 
For the ſports of celeſtials could never compare 
With the tranſports of Dy and her train, 
then who'd give to Morpheus one moment of day, 
When the horn glads the ſenſes with hark, hark away ! 


Tho' Diogenes liv'd as the tyrant of mirth, 
To the good of humanity blind; 

Had he follow'd the chace, not a doubt of men's worth 
Would have enter'd his cynical mind. - 

for if Care croſs our path, not a being will ſtay, 

but drown his vile mandates, with hark, hark away ! 


E 2- VARIETY: 


640 


"VARIETY. 
The words and melody by Joann Lur TAN 


ARTETY, thou nymph ſo fair, 
My wiſh, my joy, my only care, 
With thee there's no ſatiety ! 
And nought like thee can charm thro' life 
The maid, the widow, or the wife, 
Oh! pleaſing ſweet Variety! 


Sometimes I viſit Afric's ſands, 

And ſometimes Norway's frozen lands, 
Well pleas'd with thee ſociety : 

And I could range the world all o'er 

With thee, dear maid, whom I adore, 
Oh! pleafing, ſweet Variety! 


F'en Nature, too, my plan approves, 

Vho form'd the Seaſons and the Loves 
By rules of ſtrict propriety : 

The Spring, the Summer, dreſs'd in green, 

The Autumn brown, the Winter keen, 
Oh! pleaſing, ſweet Variety! 


Sometimes my bottle and my glaſs, 

Sometimes my pretty ſav'nte laſs, 
Sometimes, adieu Sobriety | 

Cometimes in joy, ſometimes in ſtrife, 

ln ſhort, I wiſh to know thro' life 
The pleaſures of Variety. 


Sometimes I'm penſive thro? the day, 
Sometimes I laugh my hours away ; 
Sometimes J loath ſociety : 
Sometimes I'm free, ſometimes a ſlave; 
Nor ſhould I even dread the grave, 
But that there's no Variety. 


(41) 
THE LOVERS. RHAPSODY. 


Compoſed by Mr. BATTISHILL. 
The words by the late Aaron HILL, Ey. 


H! forbear to bid me flight her, 
Soul and Senſes take her part, 
Could my death itſelf delight her, 
Life would leap to leave my heart. 
Strong, tho" ſoft, a lover's chain, 
Clarm'd with woe, and pleas'd with pain. 


ho' the tender flame were dying, 
Love would light it at her eyes ; 
Or, her tuneful voice applying, 
Thro' my ear, my ſoul ſurpriſe! 
Deaf, I ſee the fate I ſhun, 
Blnd, I hear, and am undone. 


—— — ———— 


The preceding thirty. nine Songs are all ſet to Muſic, 
erd jubli/hed by Meſſrs, HARR1808 and Co. Pater- 
wſter Roa. 
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WILLIAM, or rut FERRY, 
Sung by Miſt Mrune, 


FT as on Thames's. bank I ſtray, 
Where nymphs and ſwains appear, 
From all their ſports I turn away, 
If William be not there, 
Nymphs then laugh, 
The ſwains all quaff 
Their cyder, ale, . perry; 
Then a nod and wink, 
While health they drink, 


3 0 

To William of the fen 

When on the ſtream the youths contend, Ty 
Their manly {kill to ſhew, Ye 


With rival force the oar they bend, 
And o'er the ſurface row A 
But none, I'm ſure, 
E'er ply the oar, 
Or ſteer ſo well the wherry, 
As he who won 
'The prize alone, 
Young William of the fern 


Such bliſs to me his ſmiles 1mpart, 
Whene'er he talks of love, 
That now I find my yielding heart, 
Does all his hopes approve ; 
So Hymen's bands 
Shall join our hands, 
Then I'll be bluhe and merry, 
And ſing thro' life, 


The ha wife | 
77 To William of the fern 
CHELSE! 


(43) 


"CHELSEA QUARTERS, 
Sung at Laux ball. 


OME, hear an old campaigner's ſong, 
A Britiſh ſoldier's ſtory; | 

Who oft has train'd the martial throng, 

To noble deeds of glory. 
But let not boaſting ſwell my praiſe, 

Who's fac'd hot balls and mortars, 
In hopes to ſpend my latter days 

In peace, in Chelſea quarters. 


On ſwampy grounds and burning lands, 
In march and counter marches ; 

I've met in fight the hoſtile bands, 
And ſunk beneath my gaſhes ; 

Yet innate valour chear'd my heart, 
'Tis fear the coward flaughters, 

And he that takes a ſoldier's part, 
Secur'd m2 Chelſea quarters, 


To ſay what foes my arm has ſlain, 
Would daſtard be a venture: 

My duty ne'er regarded pain, 
In van, or rear, or center: 

Full oft I've drench'd my ſword in blood, , 
Ard forded many waters, 

In hopes, when war thould ceaſe her flood, 
To fix in Chelſea quarters, 


And heaven bleſs his majeſty, 

Who leaves a vet'ran—never: 
Grown old and hack'd up, as you ſee, 
He's penſion'd me for ever; | 

My tent is fix'd at laſt for life, 
And ſafe from mines and mortars, 
Tho? kingdoms wage eternal ſtrife, 
I'll ze'er quit Chelſea quarters. 


For the ſtrong arm of Death is the arm of a friend, 


(44) 
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A NEW SONG 


k 


Naary ! O too charting maid! Nc 
O Oft have I fought thy heart to move; Fo 


Yet ſtill my tongue its truſt betray'd, 
I figh'd, but durſt not tell my love. 


Canſt thou not read the tear ful eye, 
Where laughing joy was wont to dwell ? 

Canſt thou not gueſs this heaving ſigh, 
Burſts from a heart that loves too well? 


Yet hopeleſs as my ſighs may be, 
Think not I wiſh: a mean releaſe ; 
Nor would I, if I could be free, 
Or quit my love, or purchaſe peace. [ 


THE DYING NEGRO. 
(Tune, the fon of Alknomant, ) 


ER my toil-wither'd limbs fickly languors 25 
ſhed, . 
And the dark miſts of death on my eye: lids are {prez 
Before my laſt ſufferings, how gladly I bend, 
For the ſtrong arm of death is the arm of a frienc, 


Azainſt the hot breezes hard ſtruggles my real, 
Slow, ſlow beats my heart, and I haften to rel, 
No longer ſhall anguiſh my taint: boſom rend, 
For the itrong arm of Death is the arm of a friend. N 

No more ſhall I ſink in the deep ſcorching air, 
No more ſhall ſharp hunger my weak body tezr, 
No more on my limbs ſhall keen laſhes deſcenc, 


N 


(45) 


Ye ruflians! who tore me from all I held dear, 
Who mock'd at my wailing, and ſmil'd at my tear; 
Now, now ſhall I'ſcape—every torture ſhall.end, 

For the ſtrong arm of Death, is the arm of a friend. 


ö. . — 


The moſt Favourite SONGS in 
U n ©; 2&: e 
Performed at the Theatre Royal Ciment- Ga: den. 


Metville—Mr. IScIrpox. 


OW poor are words, how vain is art, 

1 Auguſta's charms to trace! 

Her ſpeaking eye, her feeling heart— 
Such ſymmetry and grace ! 

Her mind more pure than virgin ſnows 
That on the mountain reſt: 

Pure as the lambent flame, which glows 
Withia this faithful breaſt, 


© ————— ov ER — N20 


Stave— Mr. MuNnDEN. 


HE merry wan, 
Who loves his can, 

Laughs and jokes, 

Chats and ſmokes, 
Nor dreams of noiſe and ſtate: 

Enjoys the hour, 

That's in his pow'r, 

Tells a tale, 

Quaffs his ale, 
Nor fears the frowns of fate | 

Saws 


(46) 


Stade Mr. Munbpex, 


T7 XAMINE the world with attention, zou £2: 
'Tis intereſt that ſways every claſs of marking: 
From the high to the low, 

Is it not ſo? f 
Say, aye or no. 


You doubt it; I'll give you a ſtriking example, 
| They judge of the others by this Ungle ſample, 
1 And the truth you'll fooh know, 
| | Shall J do ſo? 


Say, aye Or no. 


Sage Phyſic and Law, don't we ev'ry day fee 

| Will adviſe and preſcribe—but firſt pocket the ſee? 
1 With pleaſure I trow, 

j Is it not ſo? 

| Your aye or no. 


So in humbler degrees too, my maxim will hold, 


| Where the main ſpring's ſelf-intereſt—=the objed 
| gold: 2 
6 This we all of us know, 


y Is it not ſo ? 
j Say, aye or no. 


oO — — . — 


O'Lich - Mr. Jouxs rox. 
HEN the lads and the laſſes are met on (tt 


green, | | En 
At ſweet Balinaoſle, or the fair of Clogheen : a 
With their cheeks red as roſes, and eyes black as 10. 
See the girls friſk and foot it as merry as docs. 1 


(47) 


All the day, 
Piper play, 
Cries Goſſoon, 
T*other tune, 
Vile young Darby and Judy are footing ſo tight, 
he poor piper keeps puffing from morning till night. 


[1dy's bonnet of ſtraw wears the token of love, 
nich Paddy had bought her, his paſſion to prove; 
ine ribbands and roſes, to deck out her hair, 
ind the neateſt ſtaff gown to be had in the fair, 
Sweet ſpoleen, 
On the green, 
When they dine, 
Whiſkey fine ; 
be piper {till playing, the prieſt he ſays grace, 
id content, love, and jollity, ſmile in each face. 


ow the fair being done, home they jog ſide by fide, 
ery lad with the creature he means for his bride ; 
ne next morn father Fogarty call'd with his book, 
ne or ten jolly couples together to hook. 
Coupling, buckling, 
Prancing, fidling, 
net Fogarty, piper, and all join the route, 
id the new married couples fall jigging about. 


NE 


Cn —_as_ 
Maria—Mrs. BLANCHARD, 


HY freedom loſt, no more, ſweet bird, 
In plaintive muſic rue; 

ah! the wretch, who thee betray'd, 

Enſuar'd thy miſtreſs too 


5 ambuſh'd in the wily brake, 

The baneful ſerpent lies; 

- while the nymph its beauty views, 
be feels the ſting and dies. 


DM thy 


foes 
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Sir Sclomon Oda Vr. Quic k. 


TI heroes ſtout, who dangers ſcorn, 
May boaſt their arms and tented ſield, 
Let noiſy Fame their brows adorn, 
So I the plumed pen may wield, 
Smooth inditing, 
Flaſhy writing, 
Give more pleafure ſure than fighting. 


In days of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 
For Helen's charms contended long; 
Yet all cheir feats had flept in peace, 
But for old father Homer's ſong. Yo 
Smooth inditing, 
Flaſhy writing, 
Give more pleaſure ſure than fighting. 


Augufta—Miſs DALL. 


EHOLD, deny'd their airy flight, 
1 he tenants of the gaudy cage, 

No more their warblings breathe delight, 

Thoſe notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage 
And ſhould perchancey in happy hour, 

Some friendly hand leave ope' the door, 
Eager they fly the bonds of pow'r, 

And gladly part to meet no more ſe x 


Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is free, Anc 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate: 
Gaily they range from tree to tree, 
Their little breafts with joy elate. 
And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow, 
Or chilling rain diſturb their reſt ; 
Fondly they ſhare each others woe, 
As deſtin'd partners of one neſt. 
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Judith — Mrs. MaRTY R. 


HEN firſt you won my virgin heart, 
The time Iwell remember, + THIE 
Twas in the froſt, on dreary heath, 
The fifteenth of December. | 
The moon was hid, the ſnow had froze, 
The wind blew hard and clulhng : 
You ſhiv'ring cried, * Ah! here ſhe comes, 
« Zooks ! wou'd the maid were willing.” 


Lore ſmil'd, and as we fliding met, 
Reſolv'd to ſee us humbled, 

Your arm encircled round my waiſt, 

[ lipp'd, and down we tumbled, 

Whilſt thus together we reclin'd 

On winter's hoary pillow, 

ou ſwore you glow'd with lave fo true, 

| | ner ſhould wear the willow, 


Melville. Mr. Ixcutpos, 


HE mind oppreſs'd, by ſleep may hops 
To ſoothe corroding grief, 
That hope, alas ! if wayward love 
Denies its kind relief ? | 
iſe then, my fair, thy ſlumbers ceaſe, 
And bleſs thy faithful ſwain; 
\hoſe boſom only beats for thee, 
Thy abſence all his pain. 2 
Ine mimic death, gh! quick forſake, 
Awake, my love mj love, awake! 


* " F | Melville 
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Melville=Mr, I NCLEDON, 


ELL war, the ſpear and tented fied, 
No longer now my boſom burn; 


Jo love triumphant I. muſt yield, 


And rage to ſofter paſſions turn, \ 


Decor Canomile— Mr. F AWCETT, 


| | 
OVE's fev'riſh fit 4 

Shall intermit, if 
If ought my art avail ; | 
By ſearching pill, | 
I'll try my ſkill : N 
Should that preſcription fail, N 


All my ſkill can invent, 
This pair to torment, 

Emetic, cathartic, and lotion, 7 
Dilute, ſtarve, and feed, | 
Cup, plaſter, and bleed, 

Couch, {carify, gargle, and potion : 

Next a bolus of bitters, theſe lovers mutt ſwallow, 
And a ſharp biting bliſter ſhall inſtantly follow, 


Maria Mis. BLANCHARD. 


HE ſhip-wreck'd tar, on billows toſs d, 
Lach to ſome plank, and fighing ; 
Ihe land in view he hop'd to gain, 
Himſelf o'erwhelm'd and dying, 
Could ſcarce conceive the joy 1 feel, 
Thus chang'd my hapleſs doom ; 
Should Fortune fave him from deſpair, 


And waft the wand'rer home, 
2 Conn 
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C:mmedore Larbeard—Mr. Witzox. 25 


HEN on board our trim veſſel we jorouſly ſaild. 
While the glaſs circled round with full glee, 
king and Country * ay my old friend'never fail d, 
And the toaſt was ſoon taſs'd off by me, 
Billows might daſh, 
Light'ning might fla, 
Twas the ſame to us both when at ſea, 


If a too pow'rful foe in our track did but paſs, 
We reſoly'd both to live and die free, 
Quick we — her guns, and for each took a 
laſs, 
Then broad we gave her wuh three. 
Cannon might roar, | 
Echo'd from ſhore, 
Jos the ſame to us both when at ſea, 


O'Lif:y—Mr, JonnsTONE, 


N freedom I'd live, though your ſlave I may be, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinane. 
U then to your arms, my ſweet creature take me, 
Who'll not lie while I'm telling the truth, d'ye fee, 
With my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara 1a le. 


And if, while you love, from a breaſt full of hate 
ding farinina, ſing farinane, | 
You make me awidow in ſpite of old fate, 
When dead you-ſhall never again ſee me, mate, 
With m y chic a che ourilo la lara la lara la le. 


F 2 Then 


% 
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Then whilſt we ſtand ſtill, let us pleaſure Furſue 

ving farinina, ſing farinane, a f 

phate to lock backwards when beauty's in view, is | 

vor the fight that is black always makes me lock blue 

| With my chic a che ouritow la lara la laralale, * 


In all the wide world were no woman but you, 
Sing farinina, ſing farinane, 

he reſt I'd ſorſake, and to you would he true; 

Then vour Iriſhman love, ogh I ſee that you do, 

With my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara la le. 


Auguſfia—Miſs DAL. E 


ANC V paints the flattering ſcene, 
And courage animates her mien; 
On hope's ſmooth pinions ſee her riſe, 
She leaves the earth to ſoar in ſkies! 
his love's deluſion fans her wings, 
And while ſhe ſoars, ſhe chearful ſings! 


wy — 2 
— -—_ —ͤ— — 


| — — | 
Tbe moſt Favourite SONGS in the Ar 
P I R A T E S, 
A« perſorming at the King's Theatre in the Hay: marieh 


. Genariello -M '. D1iGNUMs 


F a vile lack of honeſty grumblers complain, 
And that no ſocial virtues we boaſt ; _ 
Sill the beſt of theſe virtues (the charge I diſdain) 
weill be found all combin'd in your hoſt, 
His heart, like his bottle, is open to all, l 
Both friendſhip and wine come at—* Sir, do ye cit. 
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tis gueſts love good living, the better lives he, 
0n ſociety thus he depend: 

his intereſt to forward good humour and glee, 

All the world he deſires for his friends. 

s heart, like his bottle, is open to all, | 
th friendſhip and wine come at—** Sir, do ye call?“ 


ue, 


Fabulina—S1GNORA STORACTs 


OVERS, who liſten to Reaſon's perſuaſion, 

L Praiſe for the novelty ſurely may claim, 

Ind barbarous Fate, they'll find no occaſion 

0 charge with the faults for which Folly's to blame. 


—— — 


Chorus of Viutagers. 


O the vineyard's praiſe, the chorus raiſe, 
And in nimble dance entwine; 
many a ſong, and many a dance, 
We owe to the juice of the vine; 
o the weight of the cluſters our toils enhance, 
At the labour ſay Who would repine ; 
For this burden of glee 
Wethe lighter ſhall be, 


1 as the more we ſhall have of good wine, 
leis 


AltadorWIr. KELLY, mt 


OME device, my aim to cover, 
| J Deign kind Fortune to ſuggeſt ; 
tall I boldly own I love her ? 
» Wo '—my firſt deſign is ſurely beſt, 
ith | F 3 Vet 


(54) 
Vet a wily foe engage; 
Caution is the ſnieid of age. 5 
Hence, vain fears, my heart diſgracing ! 
Love, on thee aſſurance placing. 


From thy glorious cauſe ne'er ſwerving, 
Thou ſhalt every doubt repreſs ; 

Fortune's ſmiles the bold deſerving, 
Confidence enſure ſucceſs, 


—ů—— H[— E S. 


Blaxion Mr. Bax xs TR, Jun. 


H! the pretty creature! | 
When next Ichance to meet her; 
No more for an aſs 
Shall Blazio paſs, 
But gallantly will J treat hes 
Oh ! the pretty, pretty creature! 


| Bat then her wicked charming eyes, 

. Where'er they roll flaſh ſuch ſurpriſe, 

4 J, like an aukward filly clown, 

5 When ſhe looks up, muſt needs look down— 
Oh! the pretty, pretty creature ! 


I' boldly dare her fearful charms, 

March up and claſp her in my arms ; 
1 Deſpair gives courage oft to men, 
1 And ſhou'd ſhe ſmile, why then—why then— 
Oh ! the pretty, pretty creature, 


Aur 
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29 Nas Be 


Aurora Mrs. CAU W. 


OVE, like the opening flow'r, 
That courts the morning dew, 
vare promiſe every hour 
Jo bring new charms to view. 
But fee the fatal ſtorm 
Of tyrant power ariſe ! 
flighted its beauteous form, 
The hapleſs flow'ret dies. 


— ——— 
Cuille mo Mr. Strpcwick. 


HERE, the moon - ſilver'd waters roam, 
And wanton o'erthe unſteady ſand, 
Spangling with their ſtarry foam 
The tow'ring clift that guards the land. 


There, the ſcreaming ſea-bird flits, 
Dips in the wave his duſky form; 
Or on the rocking turret fits, 
Th' exulting dæmon of the ſtorm, 


There, as village legends tell, 

Many a ſhipwreck'd ſea-man's ghoſt 
Liſtens to the diſtant knell, 

When midnight glooms the fatal coaſt, 


© Blazio 


| 


| 


(356) 
Blazio—Mr. B A y NISTER, Jun, 


NH dear! What ſhall I do? 
What line purſue? 
My ſpirits in a fluſter, 
Won't let me bounce-and bluſter, 
Elfe wou'd. I try 
. N if he, 
As well as I, 
A coward may be. [Ade] 
Racks and tortures I deſpiſe, 
My honour *tis alone I prize, 
Thou beating heart lie ſtill L ſay, 
Oh ! if I could but run away! [ A/ide.) 
Hark ! hark! what do they mutter ? 
Dreadful murmurs do they utter ? 
I'm in ſuch a taking, quiv'ring, quaking, 
Every limb with terror ſhaking : 
Egad ! they're off —PIInot delay, 
Now's the time to run away. 


— 1! ——ꝛ— U 
MOUNT YOUR COURSERS, AND FOLLOW 
THE SPORT, 


A favourite Hunting Song, ſung by Miſe Wir riaus, 
with univerſal Applauſe, at the Apolla Garden, 


Set to Maſic by B. J. Ric nhARDSOx. 
And ſloth draws old age on apace; 


avoid ſad diſeaſe, and ſuch mortal toes, 
By chearfully joining the chace, _ 


\ S health, roſy health, from chearfulneſs flows, 
0 
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ro the woods then let's haſte, Diana invites, -þ 
And thus does the goddeſs report, | | 
| 


If you wiſh to gain health, with much joy and delight, 
Mount your courſers, and follow the ſport, 


For Nature, gay Nature, imparts in the chace 
Thoſe charms which but hunters enjoy : 
There we ſee a ſtrong picture of life's eager race 
In a paſtime that never can cloy, 
To the woods, &c, 


Then at night, when the chace has beſtow'd all its h 
charms, 15 
And they're ſnug o'er the joy-giving bowl ; h 
To repoſe we retire, in beauty's fond arms, 
Where tranſports envelope the ſoul. 
To the woods, &. 


—— ¶ Tl——ů— 


THE CARSE OF GOWRIE, 


favourite Scotch Song, ſung by Miſs Milne, at 
Vauxbull, 


N 


Compoſed by Mr. Hoox. 
The words by Mr, VI r. 


A ſhepherd on the daiſied plain, 

LY Like Johnny e'er can pleaſe me; 

for how could they my favour gain 
Whoſe offers did but teaze me ? 

te hepherd dearly doats on me, 

Full well I can biſcover ; 

id praiſe the place wi tuneful glee, 
That gave me fic a lover, 


——— ̃ — —ů 
A —— — — 


(58) 
Of aw the vallies, north of Tweed, 
That are ſa green and flow'ry, 


There's nane of them can e'et exceed 4. 
The benny carſe of Gowtie. 


Ye laſſes all, ſa blithe and bra, 
As round the vale your roving, 
Can ye e'er ſee a lad ſa gay, 
A lad fa well worth loving ? 
Ah! me! I'm ſure you'll anſwer, no! 
For none you'll meet like Johnny; 
Na lad to be compar'd, I trow, 
He is ſa blithe and bonny, 


Fac 


Of aw the valle, 4% , 


Young Johnny is ſa kind a ſwain, 
I ever muſt adore him; 
Na ſhepherd on the ſylvan plain S 
Can ever come before him ; 
Reclining on yon downy brae, 
He pipes ſa ſweet and charming, And 
I'm quite enchanted aw the day, 
While Love, my heart is warming. 
Of aw the vallies & 


PI 


Lact 
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RAT A TAT. 


| favourite Seng, ſung by Mrs. FREEMAN, at the 
Spa-Gardens, Bermondſcy. 


Compoſed by Mr. BatTTiSHill, 
The word: by Mr, OaxMAN, 


S blithe as the May, 
I ſport thro' the day, 
Each pleaſure I wiſh to come at; 
Am always at eaſe, 
For I go where I pleaſe, 
And viſit with rat-a-tat tat. 


I will never, thro' life, 
Attend unto ſtrife, - 
To wrangle, to ſcold, and all that; 
Yet with frolic and fun, 
I will readily run, 
And viſit with rat-a-tat tat. 


To the ball, to the route, 
Here and there, in and out, 
My ſpirits ſhall never be flat ; 
As Fancy inſpires 
New wiſhes, deſires, 
Ill viſit with rat-a-tat tat. 


3 ö 


While life's in its ſpring, 
And time's on the wing, 
Lich tranſport I'll try to come at: 
To the op'ra or play 
I'll whiſk it away, 


And yifit with rat-a-tat-tats 
THE 


— 
— Ä — 
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THE SEA.WORN TAR, 


Sung by Mr. DazLEY, at Vauxhall, 
Compoſed by Mr, Hook. 


HE ſea-worn tar, who, in the war 
No danger e'er cou'd move, 

True to his gun, all hazards run, 

Vet thought upon his love; 
But home again, forgets his pain, 

And ſeeks his faithful laſs, 
Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 

And fills the ſparkling glaſs, 


The ſhip ſafe moor'd, with gold well ſtor'd, 
All dangers now are oer: 

His timbers tight, his rigging light, 
He ſcuds along the ſhore 

To ſeek the place, whete every grace 
Adorns his charming laſs; 

Then in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs, 


In war renown'd, with honour crown'd, 
He laughs and ſings away, 
Of fore and aft, above, abaft, 
He talks from night to day; 
Of red-hot balls, and batter'd walls, 
To entertain his laſs; | 
Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs, 


( 61 ) 


THE JOLLY HORN. 


at the Sta- Gardens, Bermondſcy, 
Compuſed by Mr. BATTISHILL, 


WAY, we've crown'd the day, 
A The hounds are wait ng for their prey: 
de huntſman's call invites you all, 

% me in, boys, while you may. 

e jolly born, the rolv morn, 
"Wit h harmony of deep-mouth'd hounds ; 
Theſe, my boys, are heav'nly joys, 

A ſportſman's pleaſure knows no bounds, 
ſhe b. ſhall be the huſband's fee, 
rd let him take it not in ſcorn ; 
ſhe brave and fade: i in every age, 


— 
re not diſdain'd to wear the horn, 


my, make no delay, | 

The night ſhall crown the ſports of day, 
de : circling g olaſs around ſhall paſs, 
de jovial while you may: 

be chearful ſong ſhall mirth prolong, 
And mirth and joy ſhall know no bounds ; 
\mrod of old, as we are told, 
il urg d the chace with horn and hounds, 


G 


4 farconrite Hunting Song, ſung by Mr. Burn 


The horn ſhall be, &c. 
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THE POOR RECRUIT. 


A Celebrated Song, ſung by Mr. Dio xu, quith 4 


lo 
N10 
9 15 


ul atplauſe, at the Angereontic Sccicty, 


NVDR—m— ——— — mee ——ã—äüä4tb ů ů ů ů = 


The words by Mr. SAVILLE CAREY, the ac. 


companiments by Mr. FLOR10, Jun. 
The melody compoſed by Mr. Dicxuu, 


S Tee plodded my way to ſome far count 
town, 
Full many a weariſome day, 
My purſe has contain'd but a ſcanty half-crown, 
And that has ſoon melted away. 


Oft' tir'd and ſad, on ſame wintty road, 

With rain I've been wet to the ſkin ; 
| Of my knapſack grown tir'd, I've ſought for atod 
| At ſome friendly good ale-houſe or inn, 


Pve hop'd that good Fortune, in turning her wet 


Would, caſt me, perchance, on the place * 
Where the wound of my boſom would inſtant :-i-. 
At the fight of my Sally's dear face. 4 
. | | re | 
She grieves, for ſhe knows how I'm deſtin'd to tea. 
On the ſtrength of my furlow to reſt ; p 
And then ſhe oft' wiſhes her Allen at home, * 


To bury his cares in her breaſt. 0 
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cor WHO'LL BUY PRBRIRO SH 


% by Me. BLAND, in th4 SULTAN, at e 


T zeatre- Rezal, In, mari, 


C:mprſd by Joux Movr ps. 


OVER, bay of poor Mary, primroſes I ſell, 

Chroagh London's fam'd city am known mighe 
ty U ell; 

my heart is quite fink, yet Iconſlantly cry, 

one, WSI buy primroſes > come, who'll buy prim- 

roſes? 


ant 


Who buy ? who'll buy? 


fends and parents I'venone, Jam look'd on with ſcorn, 
better for me that 1 ne'er had hen born; ; - 

be | ſug for r-coreion, while plaintive 1 ery, 

we, who'll buy primroſes ? come who'll buy prim. 

roles ? 


Who'll boy? who'll? Duy 2 


eon panians deſpiſe me, and ſay Lam proud. 
ule avoid tham and keep from their crowd 3 
ticked temptations Lever will fly, 

Fe by primroſes, come, who'll buy primtoſes? 


Who il buy? who' Il byy ? 


ty to Virtue were ever allied, 
teur of compaſſion, yet ne er was denied; 
en puty poor Mary, who plaintive doth cry, 


de, who'll! buy primroſes? come, who'll buy prim- 
roles ? 


Who'll buy ? who'll buy > 
G 2 WHEN 


— 
— — — a5 aggro 
- 
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(04) 


WHEN DUTY CALED1 SAIUD Away, 


A 


A Favourite $5 


Sa- Cardent, Bermind/'y. 


Cem p- ſed by Mr, BAT TIS HILL. 

(X, N duty call'd I ſail'd away, 

* sein to my king and country true: 
Ard nothing could my heart dif. ay, 
Fu! perting from my charming Sue. 
With griet her tenger heart Was piciz'd, 
And icarcely couid I bid adieu; 

Her torrowe fill d any confunt heart, 

Lor dear Ilove m charming Sue. 


/n. 


IkIfs'd away the falling 7 
And vow'd Lever would be true 
Then bid her hope, and bach fear, 
To pacity my charming Sue, 
She gh d, and wept „and ſigh'd 2 
Fut ] 1 


vas forc'd to bid adieu; 
Vet, while I ſail'd upou tre main, 
I thought upon Wy charming Sue. 


290410, 


The whilting winds began to blow, 
Ard dtreadt tal rocks t ear; in vie w; 
Now up aloft, now down below, 

Yer ti!1 I thought on charwing Sue. 
For three logg years; uon the main, 
Exch toll and dür: gr lente the »igh 3 
Artes}, auire tit; return'd again, 
[ came, and found my charming Soe. 


Conſtant my lovely girl found, 
to me © ſhe feithlul was, a and true; 


* 2 [14 


' 


"#8 


orgy ſing by Mr. Buxrox, @ f. 


(65) 


Xl having ſail'd the world around, 
Im ſafe in port, with charming Sue. 
Well rigg'd, to church we tript away, 
urounded by the jolly crew : 

ind am bound to bleſs the day 

ay my lovely charming Sue, 


—— — . —— —— 


THE INSOLVENT DEBTOR. 


Written by Mr, Cr oss, 
Cam paſed and ſung by Mr. GRav. 


EVOID of all care was my morning of life, 
Friends and traffic fulfill'd each deſire; 

V true and as good as ſhe's fair was my wife, 

And my babes liſp'd the joy of their fire. 

And my babes, &c. 


t misfortune, dire ſpectre! my hopes did depteſs. 
And villainy injur'd my fame; 

ly credit, once great, ev'ry moment grew leſs, 

And friendſhip I found but a name, 


de hard-hearted creditor view'd my diftrels, 
lis foul was ne'er form'd to relieve; 
eplung'd me, alas! in a priſon's receſs, 
Vepriv'd of all ſenſe but to grieve, 


o friend took the pains my da: k manſion to ſeek, 
My wife dimm'd each eye with a tear: | 
children but why of their woes ſhould I ſpeak— - 
t drives me, alas! to deſpair, 


im miſery ſtings, famine hovers around, 

lhe life. ſprings of comfort are dry: 

d relief for ſo woe-worn a wretch can be found, 
But to hide his deſpair and—-to die 
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I'VE LOST. MY HEART TO TEDDY. 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall, 


OUNG Teddy is an Irifh lad, 
So blithe, ſo tight, ſo merry, 

And when in ſcarlet beaver clad, 
The pride of Londonderry, 

Then Teddy ſhun the war for me, 
Ah! Norah, be but ſteady; 

But, arrah now, it cannot be, 

I've loſt my heart to Teddy. 

Oh! I've loſt my heart to Teddy. 


When firſt we met, *twou'd make you laugh, 
Vie look'd fo at each other; 
But Cupid play'd too ſure by half, 
My heart was in a pother. 
Ted ſeiz'd my hand, and ſtole a kiſs, 
Indeed, ſaid I, already! 
1 Then forc'd a frown, but 'twas amiſs, 
1 I'd loſt my heart to '! eddy, 
1 Oh! I'd loſt my heart to Jeddy. 
| 


Whene'er the creature meets me now, 
"Tis, Love when ſhall we marry ? 

I'm half inclin'd to keep my vow, 
And thet is not to tarry. 

Oh! 'tis ſo ſweet to tie the knot, 
And Hymen's always ready ; 

A huſband is what is he not? 

Pve loſt my heart to Teddy, 

On! I've loſt my heart to Teddy, 

SWEET 
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SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 
Surg by Maſter SHEPHERD, at Vauxhall, 


IR barren hills and flow*ry dales, 
Oer ſeas and diſtant ſhores ;; 

th merry ſong and jocund tales, 

re paſ?'d ſome pleaſant hours. 

7 wand'rieg thus, I ne'er could find 
A girl like blitheſome Sally, 

do picks, and culls, and cries aloud, 
duet lilies of the valley. 


am whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf, 
From neſtling of each tree, 

hoſe a Soldier's life to wed, 

© ſocta) gay and free. 

ttho' the laſſes love as well, 

And often try to rally, 

we pleaſes me like her who cries 
dveet lilies of the valley, 


now return'd, (of late diſcharg'd) 
loule my native toll, 

m fighting in my country's cauſe, 
lo plough my country's ſoil : 

re not which, with either pleas'd, 
01 poſſeſs my Sally, 

at little merry nymph that cries 
weet lilies of the valley. 


CUTWARD 
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The wwerds by Mr, Ur rox. 


O old St. Kath'tine's now adiev, 
Likewiſe to Peggy, Kate, and Sue, 
And Poll of Wapping Sound ; 
Our anchor's weigh'd, the ſails unfurl'd, 
And now to plough the wat'ry world, 
Yo, yea! we're cutward bound. 
Our anchor's weigh'd, &:, 


The gale blows freſh, the wind nor. caſt, 
Six knots an hour we ſcud at leaſt, 
| Huzza's! the ſhores reſound; 
| Our thund'ring guns again reply, 
And ſalutations rend the ſky, 
Yo yea! we're outward bound, 


OUTWARD BOUND, S 


May hap, ere far we chance to go, 
Some rich galloon we'll take in tow, 
4 And ſuch are to be found ; 
| Why, then each man will touch the chink, 
And, damme, lads, like fiſhes drink, 
Yoyea! we're outward bound, 


Ard ſhould we touch at Malabar, . 

Or veer to foreign parts afar, 
We ne'er ſhall lack a pound; 

Our purſer will our wants ſupply, 

And while we've grog we ne'er {hall die, 
Yo yea! we're outward bound, 


Old England we ſhall fee agen, 

Ne'er fear my hearts, and ſailors, then 
The girls will flock around ; 

And we, like tars, their charms will clench, 

And freely board each ſmiling wench, 

Yo yea ! when homeward bound, 


_— CO 
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ET LOVELY ROSE OF-BURFORD ) :. 


: Sung | by Mr. CLIFFORD, 


Y Roſe is fure the ſweeteſt lafs 
M That ever danc'd on mend or groen, 
In native charms ſhe does ſurpaſs 
The geddes fair, iy Fd. emury's queen. 
he ſwains for mary a hainie! roun , 
Muke ker the ſubject of their tale, 
Ar! ev'ry lute that's heard to ſound, 
Breathes lovely Roſe of Burford dale, 


Cre from that flow'r ſhe takes her name, 
That far ſurpaſſes all the relt x 
Ir frag! ance, too, her brrath's the ſame, 

bi at, oh! War ſweers.compoſe her breaſt! 
o flower was ever yet ſo fair, 

575 ſportive kiſs'd the wanton pale, 
date, every charm is center'd chere, 
Sweet lovely Roſe of Burford dale! 

Let re this flow 'r place near my heart, 
ive lov'd it long, n not aught befide, 
There it ſhall lie, lecnre from owt, 

Ind o'er each ſecr2t wiſh pre ſidle, 
[ll make its care wy chief delight, 

And morn and eve kind fortune hail, 
If thou'lt, my fair, with me vnite, 


Sweet lovely Roſe of Buttord dale! 


* — "> —— * 
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SEE RUDDY AURORA, 


Sung by Mr, CTI roRD, at Vauxhall, 


CEE ruddy Aurora begins to appear, 
Aud chaces from hence the dull night, 
The huntſmen are vpand-the hounds gin to cheat, 
Ye gods what a glorious fight! 
Toickz, 
Jowler and Sweetlips, bark forward away! 
Tartara we'll hail the ſweet morn, 
Jo join in ſuch paſtimes no longer delay, 
But follow the found of the horn, 


The fox is unearth'd, and the chace is begun, 
Purſuing is each hound and ſteed, 

Ile doubles, awd tries by his cunning to ſhun 
His fa, and now ſkims o'er the mead, 

There cloſely purſued, by the river he aims 
To eſcape to the otherifide lawn, 

But, alas! he's o'grta'en,, and the huntſman proclaius 
His deaih, by the ſaund of the horn, 


Then while all your coxcombs and ſweet-ſcented beau 
Who delight in che noiſe of the town, 

Hunt faſhion and folly and ſuch fooliſh ſhews, 
In purſuit ot which oft they are thrown ; 

Like them, where fuch ſtupid dull paſtime abounds, 
So 1d/y.to watte time we ſcern, 

But purſue roſy bealth, while with horſes, and hounds 
We follow the found of the horn. Tr 
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THE WINTER OF AGE. 


Surg by Mr. Dart, of Vauxhall, 


EAR Clota, let's love, while in ſoft wanton gales 
Blithe- zephyrs diſport upon Tweed's limpid 
ſtream, | a 

Devoid: of all guile, to repeat our fond tales, 1 

For pleaſing is converſe when love is the theme. ( 

O think, my fair maid, tnat in life's budding ſpring, 

In love 'tis the duty of all to engage, 

That thence blooming ſummer may happineſs bring, 

To comfort the cold hoary winter of age. 


Pomona choice fruits may abundantly yield, 
Gay Flora ſpread carpets of roſes around, 
Or Ceres benign, o'er the yellow dy'd field 
Make autumn's rich harveſt diffuſive abound ; 
Put theſe nought avail if in life's budding ſpring, 
In tender affection we fail to engage, 
That thence blooming ſummer may happineſs bring, 
To comfort the cold hoary winter of age. 


On Tweed's flow'ry margin, where roſy fac'd health 
Convenes ev'ry mornin 8 her ſylvan levee, 8 
lenvy not pomp, nor the ſplendor of wealth, 
Content, my dear Clora, poſſeſſing but thee: _ 
Let love then, my charmer, in life's budding ſpring, 
Our fondeſt regard to each other engage, 
That like the kind ivy, and oak we map cling, 
From youth tothe cold hoary winter of age, 


5 
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THE POOR BLIND BEGGAR POx. 
| Written by Mr. Cross, 
Compoſed and ſung by Mr. Gr ax, 


JEAR the jaws of a priſon, in whoſe diſmal glo- 

N Diſeaſe ſat by Penury's fide, 

And the culprit with terror broods over his doom, 
A child of diſtreſs fadly ſigh'd: 

Down his wan cheek {lowly trickled the tear, 
Bereft was his boſom of joy, 

And, alas! I am driven almoſt to deſpait,” 
Cry'd the poor little blind beggar boy. 


My father, whoſe labour provided each meal, Ar 
And to poverty oft gave relief, | 
© In theſe walls is confia'd, by hearts harder than {lec], 
* And my mother's been murder'd by grief: 
The infant companions, who oft were my guides, 
No longer their friendſhip employ, DL 
And the miſery—light hearted pleaſure derides— 
Ol the poor little blind beggar boy. 


The debt which, alas! a falſe friend made him owe, 
* Robb'd my parent of liberty's ſweets ; 
Each moment he breathes is imbitter'd with woe, 
And nought but misfortune he meets: 
Each ſlender refreſhment's from Charity's ſtore, Ye 
Or tamine his ſpan would deftroy, 
© And, alas! thatkind hand whichreliev'd, is no more, 
Cry'd the poor little blind beggar boy. 


Thus mournful he pleaded, when, ſudden as thought 
This tale near depriv'd him of breath, 

That his father was gone, and his ſpirit had ſovght 
For peace in the boſom of death : 

He ruſh'd (for affection each ſenſe did inſpire) 
To his cell, every means to employ 

Fo revive him, then claſping the corps of his ſire, 

Died the poor little blind beggar boy. 


. 
dug by Mrs. Clendillon, in the Entertainment of 


HARTFORD- BRIDGE. 


Sr the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 

+ I will not forget my true object of love! 1 

At parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter: . 
eſt him but yet this heart never ſhall rove ! il 
O nc—this heart never ſhall rove! 


* 
* ——— — — 
7 * 


He bade me farewell! and my fancy repexted ö 

His tender expreſſions for many a day: 11 
And 1 think, were I now, unperceiv'd, near him ſeated, 
From his lips I ſhould ſtill hear the {oft homage itray! 


—z 7 — 


DUET, Sung by Mr, Incledon and Mrs, Clendillon, 


il: Ditto. 


Mr. Incledon. 4 * 
1 . 1 | 
0 E, one ſhort moment I embrace, 4 
To Love, an hallow'd vow to pay; A 
Yet others viewing that bright face, 
Like me may knee!, may dare to pray. 


Boch. 


E. O Deity of this fond breaſt, 

Is thus ſome favour'd rival bleſt? 
We, O no—rejeRt each jcalous fear; 
Alas — no rival karbours here. 


e, 


2 — 4 


a. 
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NI i . Cle endi! lon 
Ne—nc—Tho' at the Idol's "AW 
A thouſand in devotion bend, 
Acceptable from One—alone, 
The ſacred offering can aſcend! 


Both. 


He. But we muſt part! dear girl, adieu! 
Oh, that ſweet glance once more renew! 
She. The tear too ftarts ! the ſigh will ſwell; 
Once more, my love once more farewell! 


O17 ˙ EEE I PT 


Sung by Mr. Munden, in Ditto. 


THRO! France, thro' all tne German regions, 


I've rang'd, rare objects to diſcover; 
Seen pretty women in uch leg ions, 
I thovoht myſelf return'd to Dover ! 
Britk muſic made me gay, 
And 1! vely all tlie way; 
For no tenc's dull, that once was merry, 
With lin h loves the hey down derry ! 


The Spaniſh Belle I've ſerenaded: 
And many a night, with the guitar, 
18 58 h che lattice-grate paraded : 
w tine, tinkle ; then jar, jar. 
g * was muſic made me gay—&c. &c. &c. 


The fair of Italy to capture, 
A diffrent ityle the men invent o: 
To her the Canzonet gives rapture, 
« Nel cor piu non ui ſento.“ 


Wit 


C:-98 3 


Such muſic has its day 
But is not in my way 

vet no tune's dull, that once was merry, 

Mun him * ho loves the ey Ae Wit der-. 


—— ; 
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Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatte: 
And view me oer with looks of pleaſure; 
Their Cymbals ſounded clatier c4aliu. 
And they trip in ſprightly meaſure, 
Sweet muſic made me gay 
And joyous all the way, —— 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With him wo loves the hey down derry. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon, it Ditto, 


Wich my deareſt Clara bleſt 

This moon-light heath I'd fondly rove ! 
Ard, evermore, the path ſhe preſt, 

Should be review'd with grateful love ! 


The ſweeteſt virtues ſtore her mind, 

To pleaſe, to animate, to warm z 

Truth, Pity, Tenderneſs re ſin'd, 

Her beauty forms her humbleſt charm, 


Yet angels, viſiting this ſphere, 
To prove they were of heav'nly race, 
= 21 * - » — ? 1 * 
anc make tae wond'ring world revere, 
7 19 . ” ” 1 
Wou'd wear the likeneſs of her face ! 


H 2 g 


„ 
Spoken. 


Offccrs, HO! Who goes there? 
« A friend.” 


G LEE. 


Ere you? P you ſhall aid us to drink down the Hi: 
Since in Vater alone ſhe is known to delight: N 
And we'll drink up the Sun for the Grape is his boor 
Which he ripens by day to inſpire us at night. . 


— — Y — —— 
Sung & Mr. Quick, in Ditto, 


GIRLS ſhy appear, 
When men firſt leer; 

Aud ftea] aſide, 

As if to hide / 

But daring grown, 

As things get known, 

They giggle, ſimper, 

Niggle and whimper ; 

Ard try. to lure, where-ever they go, 

The *Squire, the Jockey, the Rake, the Beau 
The young, and the old-ones, 
The timid; and bold ones; 
Yea, with the grave Parſon, 
They carry thc farce on 


And all are ſnar'd in a row. Lis 
Of Balls the pride, No 
Thus Miſs I've ey'd, Lat 
The minuet pace, And, 
With blu//*ng face. ach 


But, ere the night 


0 
” 


n 


Had taken flight, 
I've ſeen her ramping, 
Tearing—tramping ! 
long the room in a Country- Dance: 

Now Aguri ag in with bold advance; 
Here fetting and leering, 
There craſſing ng and fleering : 
And when that's completed, 
Before ſhe'll be ſeated, 

mad Scotch-Reel ſhe muſt prance ! 


— 7 C7 OF ER. ALLA on—_ 
Sung by Mrs. Harlowe, in Ditto. 


NE night, while round the fire we ſat, 
And talk'd of ghoſts, and ſuch like chats 
h ranger who had loſt his road 
ill day ſhould break —implor'd aboae 
Pac Horſes —*twas his lot to guide along 
Whole Bells the Trav'ller cheer with ding, ding, dong! 


\rainſt diſtreſs—tho? we were poor 
My father never ſhut his door. 
| now not how—but from that da 
+ Tho' form'd by nature briſk and gay 
| felt dwichin my b ating breaſt a tingling 
Vneng'er the lively Pack-Horte Bells went jingling! 


When firſt he wandered to our nook, 

lis courſe, it ſec ms, he had miſtook ; 
Now, "twice a week he comes that way, 

h but never tells us—he's aſtray ; 

A, in his long, my name I hear him ming! 


Lach time his paſſing Pack-Horſe Bells go 
H 3 
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— 


wad 
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Sing &y Mrs, Clendillon, ½ Desto. 


THO by the tempeſt, the bark rudely driven, 
On the rock ftrikes, and aſunder is rivcn, ! 
Still the magnet, ingulf'd in the main, 
Its virtues unalter'd recain. 
So the paſhon here poſſeſt; 
Ne'er can periſh ; 
But its greetings, 
| And fond beatings, 
| Will T cheriſh, 
1 Midſt the ſtorms that rend this breaſt! 


— 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, in Ditts. 


FOR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer d. 
And ſcudding under eaſy fail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd ; 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the Pilot cheerly ſung, 

« By the Deep— Nine!“ 


* 2 
— ———4 2 — 2 


And bearing up, — to gain the port, Y 
| Some well known object kept in view; 1 
An Abbey-tow'r, an Harbour-fort, 5 
| Or Beacon to the veſſel true: a 
4 While oft the lead the ſeaman flung, 05 
4 And to che Pilot cheerly ſung, 
„Hy the Marl Seven!“ 
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And as the much- lov'd ſhore we near, 
wich tranſport we beheld the roof, 

Where dwelt a friend or partner dear, 

Of faith and love a matchleſs proof! 
The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful Pilot ſung, 

&« Quarter-leſi. Five!“ 


. . Pe Em —_— 


FINALE and CHORUS. 


THE hour, with diſaſter and ſorrow o'ercaſt. 
Not a minute beyond its fix'd limit can laſt; 
Then why waſte a ſecond in ſteril regret, f 
And in counting o'er troubles we ought to forget ? 
Briſk wine, and the mirth-pointed jeer, : 
The ſonnet, and Beauty's ſoft leer, 
Shall cheer up the flight of Old Time, 
And reſtore him again to his prime. 


Chorus, Shall cheer up, &c. 


Let the Virgin and Youth, in the feſtive dance rove 
And wear on their foreheads the myrt!es of Love; 
9 


and when old- age approaches, give proof while they 


ſing, 
That the laſt month in winter, is neareſt to ſorine. 
With the pipe of the paſtoral ſwain, en, 
Be united the fife's ſhriller ſtrain; 
And may peace in our iſle fix her throne, 
And no more by her pinions be known! 


Chorus, 


And may peace, &c. 


— — — —— 
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N 
Suug b; Mr. Incledon, Mrs. Ma! tocks and \irs Mare ' B 
in A DAY IN TURKEY. 
FJARE ! {ound the trumpet, breathe the Nuts 
And touch the ſoft melocious late : 
To heav'n let ev'ry gratetul ſound aſcend, 
Thanks for our prince reſtor'd, dung 
Our lover, and our friend. 
Victorious hero! blooming fage ! 
The ſcourge and glory of our age! 
Let roſeate pleaſures round thy footſteps twine, Wh: 
And lead thee on to joy, 
And blefs thy valiant line ! 1 
Vain breathes the trumpet and the flute, on 
And loſt the ſoft melodious lute, 
When, Ibrahim! thy praiſe they would diſplay. 8 
Sunk in the lofty theme, "ee 
As twilight yiclds to day ! 
— 7 ae Tix 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, iz Dicto. 
AH! teach thy breaſt ſoft pity's throb, 
| And harmonize thy rugged mind, Ml 
Ah! teach thy lid ſoft pity's tear, A 
That gem of ſentiment refined. 
Could'ſt thou once know the tender bliſs — 
The ſympathizing boſom knows, ** 
When at mzek ſorrows ſacred touch, ' 


Reſponſive ſadneſs round it giv 
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No more thy brow would wear that frown, 
Thy glance no more ſo ſternly dart, 

But joys would glitter in thy eye, 
And peace cling gladly to thy heart, 


— 
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„ 
dung by Mr. Incledon and Mr. Munden, in Ditto. 
EUCE take whining, 


Pouting, pining, 
What jokes in all this pother ; 
If one wont do, 

Nor let me woo, 

I'd fit me with another, 

If blue eyes frown, 
I'd turn to brown, 
Nor loſe an hour in ſighing, 
Should all the ſex 
Combine to vex. 
They'd never ſee me dying. 


4 
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Sung by Mrs. Eſten, in Ditio. 
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'OU think to talk of this and that, 
And keep me here in ſilly chat, 

But I know, I know better. 

here clearly lies, kind Sir, your way, 
urue it then I humbly pray, 

And me you'll make your debtor, 
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Why, bleſs wy ſtars, it's very odd, 

That here upon this harmlos ſod, 
cannot ſtay in guiet, 

But nov! you know fo clear my mind, 

Mayhap you'll leave me here behind, 
The path ſeems wide, pray try it. 


. ˙ "PEO LN es mee 


D UE x. 


Sung ty Mr. Incledon and Mrs. Martyr, in Dise. 


GIVE me (you) a female ſoft and kind, 
Whoſe joy *twould be to pleaſe me (ye): 
The beauties of her precious mind, 
Would neither charm nor teaze me (ye), 


The dimpled chcek, and ſparkling eye, 
To me (you) are wit and ſound ſenſe; 
And better worth a lover's ſigh, 
'Than ſtores of mental nonſenſe. 


The touch of honicd velvet lips 
Is reaſon and bright ſcience, 
And he who at the fountain dips, 

May ſcorn that Niue, alliance, 


Ar CIRCUIT EE 


.S' O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Faycet, in Dilio. 


A Pretty gemman once I ſaw, 


The neighbours ſaid he ſtudied law, 


2 oa 
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When full of grief, | 
In's hand a brief, . 
A poor man came, 1 

od Sir, be cred, 


eas on my ſide, 
The lawyer carelefs anſycrl-———No ! 


uCu—_ w—_—__ . x E w UT 
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ich goxn'd parſon wou'd you aſæ 
do a charitable taſk 
For Tom and Sue, 
A couple true, 

Who'd fain be tied, | 
With eye elate, | 
And ſtrut of ſtate, | 


The parſon jy anſwers No! 


duould lab'ring honeſt low-fed Dick, 
In ſpite of ſtarving, very ſick 

To doctor ſend 

By ſome kind friend 

; 'To tes advice 

He ſtrait will ſee 
| No hope of fec, 
ten to one he anſwers No! 


— — 
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A ſenator you aſk to vote, 
The dear red book he knows by rote, 

His country's good 

He underſtood 

Vou had in view, 

But ſnou'd he find 

No place de ſign'd, 
bow polite you know, means No! 


—— 
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To a young beauty wou'd you knee], 
And talk of all the pangs you feel? 
With eye eſkance 
She'll ſteal a N 


| And bluſhing ſigh, 
But ſhou'd you preſs 
Her power to ble,  _ 
She'll whiiper forth a rrembling— No! I 
A 
— 8 — « | 
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dung by Mr. Blanchard, iu the Favorite Comic Ope 
The MAGICIAN NO CONJURER, 


HOW my heart will fink within me, 
When Pm hugg'd by ſome She-bear ; 
Or a Hag attempts to win me, 
With — ſerpent twining hair! 
Gad-a-mercy ! what ſhall I do, 
Jo make love to ſuch a Dido? 


Kiſſing is a pleaſant notion, 
When we meet a pretty maids ® 
But becomes a devil's potion, 
If we hate, or are afraid! 
Gad-a-mercy ! &c. &c. &c, 


Kitty Codling was my deary, . 
For ſhe gave me half her vails ; 
But the pleaſure's not ſo cheary, 
When they court with teeth and nails ! 
Gad-a-mercy ! Kc. Kc. Ke. 


ATR. 


Sung by Mr. Fawcett, in Ditto. 


JF wives in the market were to be fold, 
['!] tell you what I'd have for my gold; 

A girl with an eye that ſeem'd to ſay, 

„How do you do? 'Tis a very fine day!“ 


She ſhou*'d have a lip 
That pouts for a fmack ; 
Be rather crummy about the hip, 
And large in the ſmall of the bach! 


ler boſom ſhould be like the ſnow urſoil'd, 

Hor check as red as a lobſter boil'd; 

Her voice as ſweet as the ſong of the lark, 

aud her hair thick and ſandy, or curly and dark, 


She ſhould have a lip, &c, 


Then 'tis you I mean to have and to hold, 

For 1 love your charms as well as your gold; 
And ou have an eye that ſeems to fa 

„How do you do? *Tis a very fine | $9 


You've a roſy lip 
That po uts for a ſmack 
Are rather crunimy about the hip, 
And large in the ſmall of your back ! 


I 
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A I R. 
Sung by Mr. Quick, in Dis. 


FOOLS way ſay that I'm a Treat, 
And the Magic s obſolcre ; 

But throughout this famous nation, 

All is done by cogjuration. 


Each does what he can, Sir, 
To be thought a Necromancer. 


When the client aſks advice, 
Lawyers deem the matter ace; 
Touch their hands, and you ſhall ſe, 
That there's Magic 1 in a fee. 


Each does all he can, Sir, &c, 


Modeſt ladies look demure, 
Meran no harm, that's very ſure; 
Vet exulting lovers tell, 


Ho to gain tuem by a ſpell! 


Each docs all ſhe can, Sir, 
To obtain, a Neer.jancer, 


Magie with the bucks preva'ls, 
Ard, lize rats without thqu tails, 
Evirv one a:nong the crew, 


Crizs, ** ho do, l. 40, [1 do.“ 


Eac does all he can, * * 
Jo be thouglit 2 Necromancer. 


1 1 


& Bu Bs © 


% 


— ol 
—— * 


Sung & Mrs. Billington, in Ditlo. 


** 


CARE 
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WHY dares the eagle bend his flight, 
To meet the ſun's men dian light, 
With ſuch exulting glec : 4 
Tis not as poets have averr'd, 
Becaxie he is the regal bird 
It is, becauſe he's free. | 


The roving zephyr, as it goes, 

Drinks the rich fragrance of the roſe, 
Or wantons o'cr the ſtream; 
And from the calm, ſequziter'd ſpray, 
Tie linnet breathes her am'rous lay, 

To cve*'s departing beam. 


Bat J, alas! am doom'd to bear 
The fetters of relentleſs care, 
From ev'ry joy conũn'd: 
O no, to ſoothe my cruel pains, 
One cordial ſolace yet remains, 
The freedom of the mind. 


— x. 1 . ——— 
. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon, in Ditto. 


THOSE ruby lips, that radiant eye, 
The coldeſt heart of age might worm, 
Hint for her wou'd leave the ky; 
Lowa Thereſa was the charm, 


— — 
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For her the Und muſt, be brave, 5 
Impetuous ruſh to war's alarm; 
And welcome death, if her to have. 
1 own Thereſa was the charm, 


Sung by Mr. Blanchard, in Ditto. 


Wg one's drunk, not a girl hut lock 
The country's as gay as the city, 

And all chat one ſays is ſo witty, 

A bleſſing on brandy and beer! 

Bring the cup, 

Fill it up, 

Take a fup,. ' 

And let not a füncher come near, 


w 


O oive me but plenty of liquor, 

Id laogh at this Squire or Vicar... 

And if I'd a a wife, why I'd kick her, 
If e'er ſhe pretended to ſneer. 
Song the Ps &c. 


Tho? I know it's a We diſaſer, 
Vet I mind not the rage of my maſter, 
Fic bullies, and I drink the faſter. 


A bleſſing on brandy and beer! 


Pring the Cup, &c. 


pretty, 
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When a cherry-cheek'd maid I've my eye on, 
do many things the cries fie on 

Ecod, I'm as bold as a Lion. 

A blefling on brandy and beer ! 
Bring the cup, &c. 


D U E E ol 


Surg by Mrs. Martyr, and Mrs. Mountain, in Dio. 


HEN the toil of the day is oer, and the ſheep are 
in the fold, 
And when acroſs the broomy heath the whillkng winds 
blow cold ; 
When the village dogs, in fear, at the moon begin to 
howl, 
And from ſome tott'ring wall is heard the melancholy 
owl, 
Then ev'ry danger is abroad, and griſly ſpectres glide, 
While thro? the air, with dire intent, the witch aud 
wizard ride. 


—— CET ESI AL 
A 1 R. 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr, iz: Detto. 
QURE girls are to be pitied, 


Whenever thev're commiued. 
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And thoſe that cry out ſhame, 
Are very much to blame, 


| For being kind and gay; 
| That's all I fay. 
[ 
| I never could diſcover, 
Why ſmiling on a lover, 
Who wants to kils and play, 
Should be miſcall'd offence ; 
Is it not common ſenſe, 


That's all I ſay. 


But tho? the grave and haughty, 
Will ſwear it's very naughty, 
They'll think a diff rent way; 
And do as others do; 
| I know it to be true; 
That's all I ſay. 


—O—— 2. EE A 
CI 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon „ia Ditto, 


5 
| 1 


\ HEN I pet to town in the ſpring, 
I'll contrive to be the thing, 
Dancing, 
Glancing, © 
5 he, 
Like the tilted Tips above me, 
How I'll make the ladies love me! 


Ruſtic ſcenes are only proper, 
For the cattle and clodhopper. 
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CHORUS or COUNTRYMEN, 


Ruſtic ſcenes, &c. 


As I walk along the ſtreet, 
I'll attack each girl I meet; 
_Grirming, 
V hinning, 
Thus degining; 5 
« Where my Dolly. are you going? 
She ſhall think me deuced knowiag. 
Ruſtic ſcenes, &c. 


Ruftic ſcenes, &c, 


O! when l ſet up my gig, 
In my box- coat I'll look big, 
Wetting, 
Fretting, 
Overletting 
Folks will ſay, when I am mellow, 
There he goes, a daſhing fellow! * 
Ruſtic ſcenes cc. 


e Ho R US. 


Ruſlic ſcenes, &c. 


_ * — — 
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| | ) 
Sung by Mrs. Billington, in Ditto. ] 
| þ 
O ! TIME's a falſe friend, for he always enſlaves, WI ) 
And the longer we know him, the worſe he behaves: 
At eye, lip, and cheek, his vile arrows he throws, 1 
And ſhatters the lily, and ruins the roſe. y 
X It 
In a lover he's ſhocking, I've heard people (ay, 
For he finds our attractions each hour 3 1 
He's the worſt of all huſbands, when girls paſs their 
rime, 
For they are old Maids, who are married to Time. f 
* 


Sung by Mr. Munden, in Ditto. 


| V ES, is the word J love the beſt, 

| I: always ſets my heart at reſt ; 
When I aſk a pretty girl for a kiſs, 

| What pleaſure there is, if ſhe anſwers yes, 

| Yes, yes, yes, 

f What pleaſure there is in a kiſs ! 


| No, is the word I hate the moſt, 

| It makes me fit to give up the ghoſt ; 
When inſtead of a kits, I get a blow, 

| And inſtead of a ſmile a ſulky No; 

| No, No, No; I ©» I! 

| Now I hate the word and a blow. 
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Young maids are wrong to make a fuſs, 

Ia man, likes me, de/ires a buſs; 

Fo: am ecrtain to be at a loſs, 

Whenever they pout and are dev'liſh croſs, 
Crofs, croſe, croſ es 


I deteſt to be at 4 g e 


V, is the only word to pleaſe, 

It (2t3 a yoath fo much at his eaſe, 

It 7ives him an air and a manner, fine, 

An4 a winning loak, juſt the ſame as mine : * 
Mine, mine, mine; | 

Yes, it gives him a manner fine, . 


. 


Sung by Me Quick, in Ditto. 


0223 my life : I'm a great Magician, 
Made her a fool witnout coatrition, 
Soon 1 ſhall do whatzver I will, 
Change birds and beaſts into things uncommon, 
And at times a maiden into a woman, 
All by a touch of magical ſxill. Tl 
Then III tell her a \:cret worth the knowing, 
That I myſelf hays ſet her a going- 


O ho! ſhe's of, a daiaty' creature! 
Neat in limb and pretty in feature; 


— 2 tt 2 
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Mr. Lover, I pray you be brit ! 


For ſhould you chance to be fond of plerty, 


Jil bet you a guinea ſhe} content ye, 


And give ycu enough of fun and frik, 


Yet Vil tell ye a ſ:cret worth the knowing, 
That I myſelf have ſet her a going. 


— ]. Ea 
A 1 R. 
Sung by Mrs, Martyr, in Ditto, 
TI courage charms all womankind, 
I 


aclines them to be tender; 
And ev'ry girl expect to fiad 
An hoack bold defender, 


O! they can never faithful be 
Who ſelfiſh fears diſcover, 

The trembling heart is not for me, 
J ſcorn a timid lover! 


But you, I know, are very brave, 
Your look is ſo tremendous 3 
And you alone have power to ſave 


From all who would offend us 


Yet, left you ſhould get in a ſcrape, 
Aud kill this magic ſtranger; 

I think, 'tis wi ſeſb to eſcape, 
And iy the coming danger! 


['LL | 

For 
[ bcl1e\ 
Come | 


Tho” . 
and 1) 


Vou thi 


By c2m 


let, th 
And for 


— — — — 
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A N 
Sung by Mr. Munden, in De, 


'LL tell you all, both great and ſmall, 
For Halt a farthing, III box you all! 
believe you're no better taught than fed, 
Come here, and III give you a clout o'th' head! 


Tho' you may be bold, yet you'll find T am bolder, 

ind Tyger, the dog, ſhall be my bottle-holder ! 
(Whiſtles) Tyger | Tyger! 

You think you've done a pretty job, 

by coming at night, the houte to rob! 


et, they fay, the weakeſt goes to the wall, 
aud for half a farthing, I'll box you all! 


Tho! you may be bold, &c. 
EL EG | 
Sung by Mr. Blanchard, in Ditto. 


Care not who-knows it, but I am a fellow, 
Wuaoſe meaning is good, whether ſober or mellow; 
"nd though my poor head has oft? need of a plaſter, 
let ill chere's a kindneſs 'twixt me and my n.aſter ! 
Here, Peter,“ now calling, 

* You ratcal,” now bawling ; 

While I anſwer, “ C:mmng 3” 

Ihen careleſsly humming, 
% it pleaſes my fancy, move flower or. faſter ! 


1 
If T had a place with a lady of beauty, 


I ever a moment wou'd fail in my duty; 
W:th my hat in my hand, how I'd ſmile as ] paſt he 
And lcok fweet-as ſugar that's kept in a caſtor ! D⸗ 
« Come h ther, car Peter, 
« Thou tre ubleſome creter / 
And then Pd be ſighing, 
As if I were dying 15 
Oh, ſhe ſhou'd be miſtreſs, but I'd be her maſter! FR 


——— 7 DPD C24 H 

wy To b 
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| By n 

Sung by Mrs. Billington, in Ditto. 1 

C1 

Oli, what can match the pleaſure An 


Ad phter's feeling prove, 
When :e-obt:in'd the treaſure 
Of loſt paternal love ! 
— - , * 13 X n 


Like the moon's pure luſtre warning, 
Her eye's pale grief depart, 
And a foften'd figh remaining, 


Gives tranſport to her heart! Devil 
A Fs cher long deluded, All 
Shall hold her doubly dear! How | 
And the, no more ſecluded, Les 
Forget he was ſevere ! Hubhy 


Like the moon's pure luſtre, &c, Fleu 1 


„ 
Planxty Na-Bock-Lech ; 
o Ry 
Denniso Neal is returnjromCampaigning 
(a favorite Anglo-Eaſt-Indian-Iriſh Chant) 
Sung by Mr. Dighton, at Saaler i- elli. 
1 leath'ring and beating of Tippoo, and pleaſe 


Hurroo! here's myſelf little Dennis come back; 
To be ſure I'm at home, where a man ſhou'd be eaſy, 
Wich ſchemes in his head, and rupees in his ſack ; 
By my ſoul it ſo pleaſes me now to be thinking, 

How neat we ſhall hear the dumb creatures a chinking, 
When ſnug at the tavern I pay for my drinking, 

And ſing to the tune of a Laſs and a-Lack ! 


Sing botheroo ! ditheroo ! fire away friſky ! 

Sure, ha'nt we caught the ſly fox by the tail? 

Ouch,'twas the ſword of Cornwallis, & rightIriſh whiſky, 

That made a rich Nahob of Dennis O*Neal ! 

Sing, Doo rol lol loo rol lol, Boo rol lol, loo rol lol, 
Doo rol lol loo rol lol, boo rol loo. 


Devil doubt the ſpalpeens in their news would palaver, 
—— 4 
All without ever a word of a flam; | 
How Cornwallis's lads daſhing into the Cavery, 
Leather'd away for Seringapatam : 
Hubbubboo ! by my ſhoul, its all true that they tell ye, 
[ ſtood it myſelf, till the heart in my belly 
Flew up to.my mouth, by the ſoul of Moll Kelly ! 
And the thing ſav'd my life was a drop of a dram. 


Sing Botheroo, ditheroo, &c, 
| K | 
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Cornwallis, one morning, in Tippoo' s fine garden, 
Had derently ſet himiaf down at his caſe. 
Miſter Lord, hollows 15 1ppoo,—two wor ds ia that 
bargain! 
Either get out of that Sir—or do as you ple ale: 
With that the ly thief tore his kingdom aſunder. 
And gave ev'ry man of us prize without plunda— 
Tu as a rich yellow harveſt got in during thunder! 
And thraſh'd out, by my Sul! hke a thuaſhinz of 
peaſe. 


Sing Potheroo, FL ISEY &c. 


Now fait Mr. Tip wid your half a nation, 
Ne'er bother your dingy old face of a rap. 
For, as to your Sons, and their ediſication, 
We'll teach 'em good manners, ye terrible chap! 
And ye lads, here at home, only think what YOu're 
gaining; 
Long life to the trade of Eaft-India Campaigning 
For the while we 've two Oltriches with us Penney Ip 
You're ſure of a ſeather in Commerce's cap 


sing Botheroo, ditheroo, &c. 
— ESSE TEST 
A PLANXTY. | 
Sung ty Mr. '' Johnſtone, 
F you'd travel the wide world all over, 
And ſail acroſs quite round the globe, 
You muſt ſet out on horſeback fi om Dover, 
And {ail unto ſweet Ballinrobe; 


*T'is there you'll ce Ireland ſo famous, 
That was built before Adam was breech'd, 


St, 
He n 
Dro 
And 
Shen 
And 
Com: 
Aud | 
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Who liv'd in the reign of King Shamus, 
line he was at the Boyne over-reach'd. 


With my whack fal de lal, fal de lal lee, 
Oh the land of Shillelah for me. 


There you'll ſee Ulſter, and Munfter, and Leinſter, 
Counaut, and ſweet Kilkenny likewiſe, 
That city where firſt, as a ſpinſter, 
I open d theſe pair of black eyes; 
In this town there is fire without imoaking, 
For a penny you'd bay fifty egge, 
aud there's ſuck Wit without joking, 
And rabbits without any legs. 
With my whack fal de lal, &c. 


There you'll ſee my eller glorious, 
The ſons of the brave. O's and Macs, | 
Who died whene'er they were victorious, 
And after that ne'er turn'd their backs ; 
Our hcads are ſtout and full of valour, 
Our hearts are wiſe and full of brains, 
In love we ne*er bluſh nor change colour, 
And the ladies reward all our pains. 
With my whack fal de lal, Ke. 


St, Patrick 1s ſtill our protector, 
He made us an Iſland of Saints, 
Drove our ſnakes and toads like an Hector, 
And ne'er ſhut his eyes to complaints; 
dacn if you would live and be friſcey, 

And never die when you” re in bed, 
Come to Ireland and tipple the whiſkey, 

Aud dri k ten years aſter you re doud. 

With my waack fal de lal, &c. 
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( 
BLUE EY'D NORAH. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum, at ſeveral Convivial S 


Tune, — The Sparroav. 


H, how can I my grief reveal! 
How eaſe my tortur'd breaſt! 

My heart a prey to hopeleſs love, 

Ob, when ſhall I have, reſt? 
Can | forget the luckleſs hour, 

When firſt I knekt before her. 
Alas! I ne'er ſhall ſee again 

My lovely, As Norah. 


Her vermil lip, love during eye, 
Her glace, each beautecus charm, 
Ye cnvious powers! ah why did I 
E'er geze upon that form: 
Her boſom cold as mountain fnow, 
Yet ſtell I mult adore her. 
Ah, whither art thou gone, ſweet mail ! 
Dear, lovely, blue ey'd Norah! 


Ye nymphs, that trip the benden plains, 


Oh think what L muſt feel, 

A ſorrow now conſumes my breaſt, 
Which time can never heal! 

Oh could I ſee the beauteous fair, 
Again I'd kpeel' before. her; 

Or yieid a prey to black deſpair, 
And die for blye-ey'd Norah, 


AIRS 


W 
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II pra 
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AS iv \ 
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AIRS, &c. Sung in the News Mufical Romance, called 
The PRISONER, 


AK -1- Ke | 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, in Ditto. 


\WHENE'ER ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead; 
Her breaſt would gertly heave ; 
And prov'd her lip, beguil'd a heort 
If practis'd to deceive, 
getwelling waves that ſeem inclin'd, 
To greet the ſhores they leave behind, 
——— I EEC ů — 
| 3 
Sung by Mrs. Crouch, i» Dilio. 
POOR Carlos ſu'd a beautcous waid, 
On her his happineſs taking; 
Ne frown'd upon his love—he ſiag'd, 
Ah me, my heart is breaking,” 
She wed a ſwain of rich domaines, 
His humble love forſakin — \ 
He thought her happy, and he ſmibd, 
Altao' his heart was hreał ing. 
On „/ealch alone few joys attend, 
She found with anguiſh aclüng; 
Hz ſunk, and gave her ſuch à logk, 
juſt as his heart was breaking.“ 
— . GEE ne 
Sung by Mrs. Bland, in Ditto. 
HOW charming a camp, where ſoldiers, late and 
early, e L307 4 
With hair tightly trimm'd up, and powder'd 
ſo fine, | 


* 1 
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March, ſhoulder. preſent, while the ſerjant . 
Drills the young recruits in the rear of teu © 
To a dub-a-dub—while ſo merry '® 
Beats the Drummer dub. a- dub. 80 
Tho' bluff they look, and fierce, that lions And 
are boldier, | 
Yet the damſels don't fear' em nay one, as Une Fe 
Come & a{k'd me to give her my heart but It 


Says I, © that's beſ oke, and I've nothing elſe to vive n 
But—a duh-a-dub=-ever merry Z 
Beats che drummer dub-a- duh. V 
— bpb n 9 — 
ATR * 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick, i Ditto. "7 
WHERE the banners of glory are ſtreaming, ; 
Her image it | lingers above; Fro 
And her eyes ſeem all terrivly gleaming, | 
Which glow'd but with tranſports cf love. A 
Warlike deeds my ſoul inſpire, 
As the hattling thundecrs roll, But 
Love and fame my boſom fire, 
And to conqueſt light my ſoulʒ; 2. 
And *mid ſlaughter madly wounding, 
Heroes dying, groans reſounding. Anc 
Armour claſhing, | | 
Lightning flaſhing, | MWh 
Angel pinion'd oer her low, 
With protecting wing ſhe'll hover, Or 
Valour's genius - Memory!s pleaſure, / 
Guardian cf life's ſacred treaſure, 
What ean check ihe ſoldięr's, courſo, "E 
Who, where war delights to rove, |, I 


Strike with more than mortal force, 


Urg'd by Fame, impell'd by Love 2 
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THE DOCTRINE OF AN ISRAELITE. 
he By Mr. Collins. 


Once was but a Pedlar, and my Shop was in 
my Box, | 
So ſure as I'm a ſmouſh and my name is Mordecai, 
and I cheated all the World in ſpite of Whipping- 
p Poſt or ſtocks, 
ve For I never ſticks for Trifles when there's Montes 
Nets in the way: | 
had Gold. Rings of Copper gilt, and ſo I got 
my Bread, 
With Sealing Wax of Bric ſtduſt, and Pencils with- 
out Lead: ; "art 
In my Pick-pack, Nick-nack, /Tick-tack, Gim-crack, 
| Twing twang, Twink'lum Dee, 
And fing Ting-ring Tink, the Clink to Chink, is the 
Muſic ſtill tor me. 
flo make up goods the cheaper, ſome People ſteal! 
| the Stuff, [5 
And by ſelling of good bargains they never want 
| for Trade, .* ; 
Bat I cou'd always find the Way to ſell them cheap 
cnough, * 
As you know ?tis quite as eaſy for to ſteal them 
ready-made: | 
And though I'm not a Chriſtians, I ſhou'd think it 
very great Sin, | 
When a Stranger comes acroſs me—if 1 wou'd not 
take him in. With my Pick- pack, &c. 
Or ſuppoſe I do the buſineſs of a doctor or a prieſt, 
And in Want of my Aſſiſtance a poor Man ſent 
for me, . 
As in doing of my Duty T wou'd myſelf at leaſt, 
If I ſpy a good fat Piece of Pork, and he cou'd 
give no Fee; 


f 
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He may think I wou'd refuſe it; bleſs my Soul, be! 
miſtaken, 

I cou'd ſell it, if not eat it, fo that would not fare 
his Bacon. 


With my Pick-pack, &, | 


Or if 1 was a Judge, or a Juſtice of the Peace, 
Whenever Proſecutors brings a Thief before n. 
Bench, 
Iſ they {wear upon the Book till they all was black 
in the Face, 
Let the Priſoner uſe good Arguments—a Fig i 
Evidence: 


But if the Rogue was Pennyleſs, my Work wel! | 


go through, 

As my Conſcience wou'd not let me rob the Gallo 
of its Due, 

With my Pick-pack, i, 


Or ſuppoſe I was in Parliament, the ſcheme I wa! |? 


2 
So ſure as Tm a ſmouſh and my Name! 


Mordecai, 


Wou'd be like the Little Ploughboy « To ell >: | 


Ayes and Noes.” 
For I never ſticks for Trifles when there's Mone 


in the Way; 
And 'D os I wou'd ſtand out, where there's Ple | 
of the Pelf 4 
If the D.v-I was Purchaſer— By G- d, Id t 
myſelf, 


With my 8 Nick-nack, Tick-tack, C= 


crack, Twing-twang, 'Twink'lum Dee, 


And fin Day ng Fe T — the Clink to Chink, i | 


uſic ſtill 


_ n 
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